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	1. Introduction

My dearest readers, salutations! I'm back with this continuation of my first fanfic about the first oc I ever made! The Prophecy of Dragons was so much fun to write but then I thought... why stop there?! so I decided to create my own mini series following Clarisse, Snowfire, Tia Marina, Hiccup, Toothless, Astrid, Stormfly, and all the rest in their legendary adventures!

so I give you the list of chapters/episodes I will be novelizing for you!

Curse of the Weredragon

Into the Woods

Coldblooded

Pain is Beauty

Pirates Life for Me

Prank Wars

Love Literally

Honor Among Theives

Once Bitten

No Stronger Bond Part 1

No Stronger Bond Part 2

Crash and Burn

How Long can a Dragon Hold It's Breath?

Dagur's Bride

Project Arrow

Welcome to Paradise

Mirror, Mirror

This is Where I Leave You

The Black Death Part 1

The Black Death Part 2

now I can't give you any more details so you'll have to read and see! I hope you enjoy my newest story of all my favorite peeps!

Oh, and one more thing...

Read & Review!

Fav and Follow!

Peace and blessings!

WildCherryBomb!


	2. Curse of the Weredragon

**DRAGONS: LEGENDS OF BERK**

**EPISODE 1: CURSE OF THE WEREDRAGON**

_'__Dragons are a regular part of life here on Berk; we can't imagine life without them. But sometimes they get a bit out of control, the worst of it usually being a smashed house, maybe a few second-degree burns, but we can usually always handle it…That is until Berk received the worst combination imaginable:_

_A New Moon and a Draki.'_

* * *

><p>A streak of black zoomed across the sky with lightning speed, a barely visible dot of auburn accompanying it as it sped through the winds like a bullet. This bullet of black was none other than the legendary dragon known as the Night Fury. The spawn of lightning and death itself. And that whittle-bitty speck of auburn attached to its back was a young boy by the name of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third.<p>

He may not be the first dragon rider in the world, but he was the first on Berk, which was still pretty freaking impressive.

The night fury, now ironically known as Toothless, was the fastest dragon on Berk… well; it was a tie of sorts now.

Suddenly the flight of the dragon and his rider was cut off by a quick flash of white streaking across the sky and speeding past the boy and his dragon.

"Hey!" Hiccup shouted, somewhat thrown out of concentration thanks to whatever past him.

His only reply was a prideful laugh chiming past the roaring headwinds. This smirking laugher also had auburn hair, but it was laced with ringlet-curls and pulled into a high ponytail, her bangs swept to the sides of her face to frame it. A streak of color ran through the curls in a striking ringlet of reds, golds, and blues. The lock of hair naturally died with the colors of fire.

This female dragon rider was no one but Clarisse Esperanza Haddock Merrill: the twin sister of our famous Night Fury rider. She had his same auburn locks, same fiery green eyes, and the same skill for all things dragon.

Her dragon was almost identical to Toothless, a night fury, but their key differences were that Clarisse's dragon: Snowfire, had scales as white as snow, and piercing eyes of violet making them seem even whiter.

The white fury, as opposed to the night fury, shot powerful bomb-shots of ice. Ice so cold it burns your skin and melts it faster than a bucket of acid dumped on your head. Whereas the night fury shot bombs of fire so hot it glows bright blue.

"Sorry, didn't see you there!" the smirking scarred girl called back to her brother, who very well knew she saw him. I mean, he was the only black thing in the freaking sky! But he just rolled his eyes at his sister's mischievousness.

Clarisse's personality was similar to her brother's in many ways, but the rest of it was thanks to the fact that she was a Dragon. Not in the literal sense, but Dragon as in Dragon's Blood. Draki for short.

The draki were a race of people who bonded with a dragon to the highest possible level: by combining their human blood with the blood of the dragon. But it had to be the dragon's choice; otherwise it's just blood and not something more.

By this I mean the incredible abilities the draki are blessed with. Such as enhanced hearing, vision, sense of smell, agility, fighting skill, and even the ability to control and be immune to fire. Clarisse is known for her draconian temper as well, shown by her narrowed pupils that show she is the blood of the dragon.

Hiccup leaned down to be at eye-level with his best friend, the night fury still staring after his rider's sister and the pretty white fury. "Okay bud, let's do this!" he said excitedly, urging the black dragon on.

Toothless roared in excitement before thrusting his wings forward with a mighty flap as they suddenly shot forward with a burst of speed.

Clarisse did a double-take once she realized her brother had passed her, "Come on Snowfire, let's break out the big-guns," she smirked as she scratched Snow behind her ear in that special way. All of a sudden two rows of plate-like spikes sprouted from the white dragoness' back. Snowfire then burst forward with the same move Hiccup and Toothless had used.

They shot by Hiccup and Toothless like a bullet, the boys doing their best to keep up with them this time instead of a shaking battle for the front spot.

The siblings were caught in a race of sorts to get to Berk's Dragon Training Academy, to which Clarisse had only recently joined about a month ago.

She quickly swerved her dragon-sister to the left and the white fury cut the corner with an amazingly tight turn.

"What?! How the heck did you do that?!" Hiccup shouted up to his sister with genuine shock; he'd been trying forever to get himself and Toothless to perfect those tight turns but he just couldn't get it.

Clarisse only smirked in reply before urging Snowfire to go a little faster, the dragoness enjoying every second of the race between siblings.

The small competition went on for about an hour before the dragons began to tire and the twins decided to head to the academy.

When they finally did show up, the other dragon riders were waiting, some more patiently than others.

"And just where were you two all morning?" a certain blond shield-maiden asked with an arched eyebrow and her favorite scowl. That was Astrid Hofferson, Berk's best warrior-in-training and Hiccup's, and I quote, 'Milady.'

"Caught in the ever-tempting call of a mid-morning race between siblings." Clarisse said suavely as she dismounted her dragon sister with balanced ease.

Astrid rolled her eyes as she blew a tuft of her bangs from her face. Astrid and Clarisse were rivals of sorts, for reasons yet to be discovered, they never seemed to get along. Ironic considering they were so much alike.

Hiccup took up the reply before his sister annoyed his girlfriend even further, "Just a morning flight and we got carried away, sorry." He said gently, Astrid not able to do anything else but uncross her arms and relax her angry stance.

"So who won?" a dark-haired boy asked bluntly. That boy was the twin's cousin Snotlout; the pig-headed Jorgenson boy had a rivalry with Hiccup just as much as Clarisse did with Astrid, though with the boys the rivalry was more one-sided.

"I did, of course." Clarisse replied with her hand on her hip while she examined her nails, which were painted a sleek black.

Hiccup scowled quickly and pointed a finger at his sister, "Only because you could do all those turns so quickly… how do you make your turns so tight?!" he asked, clearly craving the information that could make Toothless faster.

"I'm not telling." Clarisse sang in return, holding her head up high and refusing to tell her dear brother about Snowfire's back spines. Hiccup sucked in a breath like he was going to say something else, but he held his tongue and decided to get on with the dragon training.

"Okay, today we will try something a bit different," he started, Toothless bounding to his side and sitting on the ground with his tail around his paws. "Since Clarisse already knows Snowfire so well, and can predict her fighting moves and style even if they only met a month ago." He explained.

"It's hot!" Tuffnut interrupted, making Clarisse smile and blush slightly. The male Thorston twin had had a thing for Clarisse ever since she showed up on Berk, the same going for her. They had yet to become anything official, and to be honest it kind of got under Hiccup's skin sometimes. But Clarisse was his sister, so he guessed he could let them be together if they wanted.

Nonetheless Hiccup rolled his eyes, "Anyway… I was thinking that we could do the same thing," Hiccup then took six blindfolds from his back pocket, holding them up for his friends to see.

"But, there's only six of them," Fishlegs, the fairly large Viking boy, questioned.

Hiccup nodded, "Yes, the task is simple; you guys, myself included, will stand on wooden poles with blindfolds over our eyes, Clarisse and Snowfire will be trying to strike us down with fireballs and ice-shots, the trick is to let your dragons block the shots and fire back. If you lose your balance or Clarisse knocks you down, you lose, if your dragon strikes _her_ down, you win. Any questions?"

"Simple? What are you talking about, that's like, so complicated!" Snotlout complained, to which Hiccup ignored.

Clarisse cracked her knuckles excitedly when nobody had anything else to say. "This is going to hurt." Ruffnut, Tuffnut's own twin sister growled happily.

"I know, it's awesome!" Tuff replied with a skip in his step.

"Alright," Hiccup said tying his blindfold around his forehead and climbing up onto the wooden beam. "Let's begin."

* * *

><p>Clarisse grinned as she thrust her fist forward and a column of bright flames exploded from her clenched hand. Stormfly; Astrid's cerulean deadly nadder, quickly blocked her shot from hitting a blindfolded Astrid and shot a round of her tail-spines in retaliation at the dragon-girl.<p>

Clarisse easily dodged the nadder's spines and threw another fireball towards them, missing again and having to duck and dodge poisonous spines. She had to back-somersault to avoid Hookfang, Snoutlout's scarlet monstrous nightmare, and his whip-like tail as well as watch out for his entire body which had been set on fire.

She leapt over the flaming dragon and thrust another fireball at a blindfolded Snotlout, he swerved to avoid the flames but his pants got a bit singed and he yelped in pain very girlishly.

"Oh no, did Astrid or Ruff get hit?" Fishlegs asked, causing Snotlout to scowl.

"I'm fine," Astrid replied, swaying on the high pole to keep her balance.

Ruffnut chimed in, "Me too,"

Clarisse was now trying desperately to hold Meatlug's, Fishleg's affectionate gronkcle, mouth wide open to keep her from biting the girl's head off. Fortunately the chunky dragoness breathed out a spray of scalding lava that Clarisse avoided by leaping onto her head.

"Watch it!" she chirped as she kicked up and sent a wave of flames towards Fishlegs. The poor boy didn't have time to duck or dodge and the blue and orange fire column struck him right in the chest! The Ingerman was wearing fire-proof armor designed by Clarisse for this exact situation, so he wasn't hurt, but he did get the breath knocked out of him as he hit the ground with a rumbling thud.

"Fish, you are out! One down!" Clarisse cheered as Meatlug scurried to assist her rider. He sighed as he removed his blindfold, but then shrugged and went to sit down.

Clarisse continued to maneuver herself in ways that launched fireballs at the riders while continuously dodging their dragons' attacks.

"Snow, ice-bomb twelve-o-clock!" she commanded throwing a quick glance towards the twins, who were currently too busy fighting with each other to bother dodging her attacks.

The white dragoness opened her maw and a glowing bomb of ice shot from her mouth and hit the base of the poles the twins stood on. The wood splintered and crumbled from the burning cold of the frozen fire the white fury shot, the poles fell as did the twins, who groaned in defeat.

"Three down!" Clarisse cheered for her dragon friend as she cart-wheeled to avoid one of Toothless' famous plasma blasts. She jumped over his tail as he swung it to knock her down, launching a bright red ball of flames at Snotlout, who jumped to have it miss him, but as soon as his boots touched back down on the wooden pole they were both shot with a second fireball.

He yelped and lost his balance, falling to the ground with a smoldering thud. "Whoo-hoo!" Clarisse punched the air in triumph, so close to winning, only problem was her last remaining opponents were her most challenging ones yet.

"Four down, two to go." She smirked. She could easily make out Astrid's determined frown, as well as Hiccup's nervous crooked face, and couldn't help but feel a burst of adrenaline as she charged towards them, Stormfly and Toothless fighting to keep her from knocking their riders down.

Clarisse ducked under another round of Stormfly's spines, kicking upwards and sending a wave of fire towards Toothless in the process. Snowfire breathed a shot of ice at her night fury friend and he jumped like a cat to get away.

The white dragoness chased Toothless around the ring for a bit before she finally had him pinned beneath her paws with no escape. "Do it Snow!" Clarisse cheered as she held Stormfly's mouth open with all her strength.

Snowfire gave a firm nod before she opened her mouth and a shot of burning ice struck the base of Hiccup's pole, causing him to lose his balance and fall. Luckily, Snowfire let Toothless up with enough time for the black dragon to catch his best friend.

Hiccup scrambled to his feet ripping off his blindfold and called, "Alright Astrid, you're all that's left, if Stormfly knocks Clarisse down, you win!"

"Got it!" the blond Hofferson called back. Hiccup shot a cautious glance to his sister; she tightened her high ponytail and adjusted the copper medallion-belt secured around her torso before bowing into her fighting stance, Stormfly doing the same dragon-wise.

"Not a chance," Clarisse smirked in reply as Stormfly roared and charged the auburn-haired dragon-girl. She was quick in her run and even managed to nick Clarisse directly on the eyelash causing the small black hair to fall lightly to the ground as if it was plucked by the wind.

The deadly nadder was careful not to strike the Merrill draki's scars that branded the left side of her face; they were two synchronized gashes diagonally slashed across her left cheek and disappearing off the edge of her jaw, the mended but permanently scarred flesh also blemished by remnants of shiny pink burns around the edges.

Clarisse with her scar was almost the same as her own brother with a prosthetic leg he gained years before he met her. In a battle with a colossal Queen-Dragon he fell from Toothless' back and blacked out, waking up to find himself missing a limb.

His sister's scar-story was a bit different, but not much. In a fight between Berk and a thousand-year-old demon-witch by the name of Laufeia, the female Haddock twin had had her sword shattered by the witch's power in the act of protecting her family, the shards of metal permanently marking her face.

Hiccup quickly shook the bad memories of the battle with Laufeia out of his mind; that witch was gone, so thinking about her would do no good. He just kept his brain focused on his sister fighting Stormfly to try to knock Astrid off her pedestal… literally.

Clarisse front-flipped into a forward somersault to quickly avoid Stormfly's spiny tail again, throwing a bright red fireball in retaliation for nearly gauging her eye out before. The fireball hit the cerulean nadder right in the kisser and she was now on the ground in a daze.

Clarisse saw the chance to strike Astrid down and took it, running in a full sprint towards the last pole standing; what she failed to notice however was the moon visible in Berk's clear mid-day skies. The smallest sliver of crescents remained in the silver sphere, disappearing slowly with the beginning of this month's new-moon; when the moon is cast in complete shadow and the nights are left with only the stars as light.

As the new moon finally fell into place over the sky a certain draki was charging towards her last remaining obstacle.

Clarisse sprinted at full speed towards Astrid's pole, that devilish smirk on her lips, her pupils thinned into skinny lines as her dragon side took over as she charged.

She jumped up and positioned her legs in a jump-kick aimed right for the base of the pole that would surly make it crumble. But the final glare of the new moon hit her like a bullet, sending what felt like an electric shockwave through her skull.

Clarisse suddenly couldn't find her feet and fell hard on the ground with her head almost smashed against the wooden beam with a thud.

Hiccup was on his feet and running towards his sister with lightning speed in two seconds at most, "Clarisse!" he called to her, worried she hurt herself badly by crashing face-first into a wooden pole. Astrid was quick to sense the concern and rip off her blindfold, climbing down to see if Clarisse was hurt or not.

Hiccup reached her and carefully laid a hand on her shoulder to shake her awake as she seemed to be unconscious.

Clarisse's eyes flew open, pupils startlingly thin, and she made a swift move to bite her brother in the hand, a deep draconic growl rumbling in her throat as she stalked him on all fours, a crazy, feral look in her eyes.

Hiccup quickly ripped his hand away from her and backed away with a worried and confused gaze, "Clarisse?" he tried, not at all sure why his sister just tried to snap his hand off. Yet, as quickly as she tried to strike, her dragon-gaze softened into her human jade-green eyes. Clarisse shook her head to clear away dizziness and carefully climbed to her feet.

She groaned as she held her head and stumbled a little, "Clarisse, you okay?" Tuffnut asked, taking her arm and holding her up.

"Yah, I think?" she mumbled, shaking her head to regain her senses.

"What was that?" Astrid almost snapped.

Her health seemingly normal again Clarisse rolled her eyes a little at the blond shield-maiden before replying. "Honestly, not sure… it was like, a buzz, in my head, and then everything's a bit blurry up till I heard Hiccup say my name." she explained, gaining a distant look in her eye then turning to her friends.

"Was it something I said?" she asked.

Snotlout added, "You tried to bite your brother's hand off!" he said, getting in his cousin's face,

Clarisse shoved his face away with disgust in her gaze, "Snot! Breath!" she said, holding her nose. Snot breathed into his hand and sniffed, his face contorting in his own disgust.

"Seriously though, why'd you try to bite me?" Hiccup asked his sister. Clarisse gained a distant look, she seemed genuinely confused as to why she did what her friends said she did, not really remembering herself doing it.

"I… don't know." She said, the slightest touch of worry in her voice. If she had any more of these black-outs she could hurt someone, but she shook it off not believing that could really happen. At worst she'd probably give someone a nasty teeth-mark in the arm or face.

Astrid added cautiously, "Well, you should maybe go see Tia about it, it could be some deadly draki thing we don't know about." She suggested.

Tia Marina was basically Berk's draki expert, knowing just about everything about dragons and their connection to the supernatural, as well as Clarisse's adopted aunt and mentor, and the island's personal witch-doctor.

Clarisse rolled her eyes as Astrid's warning, not thinking the matter was serious enough to bring in the witch, as well as thinking that Astrid was overreacting to this. "Fine…" her voice dragged on emphasizing her boredom. Astrid sent her an icy glare; Clarisse never took anything important seriously, and the things she did were completely stupid and unrelated to the situation at hand.

Although, Clarisse was curious about that buzzing in her head, as well was the small 'episode' she just had. Maybe seeing Tia would be the smart thing to do…

You know what? No. Astrid was just worrying about nothing like she did all the time, today was most likely just her dragon side getting a little bit frisky and losing control for only a moment, everything would be fine in the morning.

Luckily her brother came to her aid once he saw her about to disregard Astrid's words. Again. "Alright, training's done for today, see you guys later." Hiccup said quick to grab his sister's arm and pull her towards the front entrance to the academy, Toothless and Snowfire bounding after them happily.

* * *

><p>Clarisse calmly sat on the ceiling beam above her bed as she sharpened her curved Persian dagger intently to pass the time, Snowfire lying on the beam next to her with her head on her white scaled paws and her tail swishing back and forth beneath her.<p>

Hiccup walked into the room he and his sister shared and narrowly avoided getting slapped by the white fury's tail, "Hey, do you mind?" he asked shoving Snow's finned-tail away from his face.

"No, you can come in." Clarisse replied nonchalantly as if he were asking to enter the room they _shared. _She looked at her brother briefly before turning her attention back to her dagger.

Hiccup groaned and his shoulders slumped in annoyance, "Not what I meant Clarisse." He walked over to his desk and pulled out the Book of Dragons, opening it up to the section he added about draki. "And shouldn't you be at Tia's hut right now?" he asked as he added words about draki's ability to fight off multiple dragons with his coal pencil.

He could almost see his sister roll her eyes as she sheathed her dagger in her belt and climbed down from the ceiling, "Please, Astrid's just worrying about nothing, I'm a draki, I'm the only one left so I've got to know about all the stuff…" she ranted as her brother continued to right, his words saying:

_Draki have abilities to fight off multiple dragons… and annoy their brothers with complaints about their girlfriends…_

He quickly erased that last part, not wanting Clarisse to bite his hand off on purpose if she ever read it. Hiccup was honestly flabbergasted by how much his sister and his girlfriend hated each other; they were more alike than they ever dared to admit, and had more things in common than he did with Clarisse…

"Hiccup?!" his sister's voice suddenly smashed his train of thought. He dropped his pencil in surprise and turned to her with slight annoyance in his emerald gaze.

"What?" he practically shouted. Clarisse only rolled her eyes with her hands on her hips,

"I asked, what you think I should do?" she said.

Hiccup suddenly felt bad for snapping at her, she genuinely wanted his help and he was acting like… Snotlout. The thought of it gave him the chills. "Sorry, I honestly don't know what to tell you, I have no idea what that whole thing was, maybe it was nothing, but I still think you should see Tia." He advised.

Clarisse sighed, but took her brother's advice, "Alright, I'll see her tomorrow, okay?" she said.

"Thank you," Hiccup replied, turning back to the Book of Dragons and continuing adding the information on the draki.

Clarisse removed her bronze medallion-belt, matching armor skirt, fingerless gloves, and boots leaving just her faux dragon-skin top and faded green pants. She stepped into her side of the room and grabbed the thick wool curtain that acted as a door that divided the separate sides of the twins' room.

She looked at her brother who was still completely entranced by his work; Clarisse rolled her eyes affectionately before tugging the curtain close and changing into her sleep-wear: a plain blue blouse with baggy linen pants. She pulled back the blanket on her bed and settled in for the night, her eyes heavy with exhaustion from the day's events.

Snowfire climbed up onto her ceiling beam just above her human-sister's bed and curled up to sleep, purring slightly as she found comfort on the beam of wood that held warmth from the daylight that shown through a window in the ceiling used specifically for the white dragoness, and of course Toothless, to get to the roof. It also supplied Snow and Clarisse with a clear view of the clear night skies when they slept.

However, one object stood out amongst the stars of the night sky; a dark sphere seemingly glowing with power in the sky. The New Moon.

Clarisse slightly cringed as she wavered on the lines of sleep and wake, feeling that annoying buzz in her head returning to her. She soon felt it disappear as quickly as it had come and finally fell into unconsciousness for the night…

Not seeing or even feeling the growing patch of snow white scales sprouting on the side of her face as she slept.

* * *

><p>Morning came and Hiccup groggily rose from his bed, rubbing his eyes and cracking his neck to rid himself of that sleepy feeling.<p>

"Hey, Clarisse, I was thinking today we could try to push your fire-abilities, you know, see how powerful it can be…" he stopped talking once he pulled back the curtain that divided their room, surprised to find his sister not there. "Uh… Clarisse?" he called, not seeing her anywhere.

Hiccup looked around his sister's side of the room for her, seeing if she was trying to sneak up on him for the umpteenth time or something else that for her was deliciously ridiculous. Not finding her and deciding that she didn't leave early as seen Snowfire was still asleep on her ceiling beam, Hiccup went downstairs with Toothless on his tail to prepare for their morning flight, figuring Clarisse would show her face later in the day.

He only failed to notice his sister's form up on the ceiling beam across from Snow's, still asleep and starting to wake up.

Clarisse stretched out her arms to clear away the sleepy feeling, her mouth open wide in a yawn as she cracked her knuckles and neck to fully wake herself up. She thought she was still in her bed, not knowing she'd gotten up in the middle of the night and climbed up onto the wooden beam above her head.

She swung her legs over and expected to be met with the floor; instead she yelped in surprise as her legs felt nothing but air as she fell from the beam and onto the wooden floor with a _Thump!_

"What the heck!" she groaned as she pushed herself to her feet slowly, still confused as to how and why she climbed up and slept on a ceiling beam in the middle of the night. Snowfire was immediately awake and by her rider's side to see if she was okay.

Once the white dragoness was able to look her human sister in the face her violet eyes widened in a mix of shock and confusion as her head became cocked to the side. Clarisse looked at her dragon friend in questioning,

"What?" she asked her draconic sister. Snowfire continued to look at her rider as if she'd grown a second head, completely at a loss as to why Clarisse looked like… that.

Sensing her shock Clarisse moved over to her mirror vanity, becoming worried as to why Snow was so stunned all of a sudden.

Clarisse pulled up the mirror and gasped in complete and utter heart-freezing, air-stopping, shock.

The entire left side of her face was covered in pure white dragon scales! The scales started at her hairline and spread to cover both her eyes and part of her nose. They also went down to her scars and the corner of her mouth.

Clarisse stared at her reflection with a mix of shock and horror; she looked down at her hands which were also scaled with white. They covered most of her lower arms as well as her hands and fingers, her black nails turned white as well and grown out long and pointy like claws.

She turned around to examine the rest of her body, noticing small white back spikes growing along her spine and poking holes in the back of her shirt. Clarisse just stared open-mouthed at what her reflection told her. She touched her face and felt the rough, smooth texture of the draconic scales that had formed there.

Even her scars looked different; the pink shiny burns had turned a shade of misty silver and the main marks were such a dark red they almost looked black or dark grey.

Not able to express any form of words to describe the amount of shock and horror of the situation, Clarisse did the only thing she could think of.

Her mouth dropped open and she screamed.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was currently chopping up a fish that he would divide between himself and Toothless for breakfast when an ear-splitting scream erupted from upstairs in his and his sister's room.<p>

He quickly dropped the chopping knife and covered his ears, the blade lodging itself in the wooden floor. Toothless buried his head into the floor with his paws over his ear-flaps to try and block the sound from his hearing.

Hiccup recognized the voice as Clarisse, but where she came from he didn't know. He thought she was out doing something dumb, maybe she was hiding after all.

No matter he practically sprinted up the stairs with Toothless close behind, throwing open the door and searching high and low for his draki sister.

He spotted her sitting on her bed staring at her hands, which to Hiccup's surprise were covered in white scales! "Clarisse?" he tried, sort of afraid as to what his sister was screaming about. Most likely the scales but he had to be sure.

Snowfire was on the floor next to her, her white, disk-shaped head nudging her rider to try to get a response that never came. Clarisse seemed too enthralled in something else.

But at the sound of his voice Clarisse lifted her head to look at him. Hiccup's eyes widened as he saw why exactly she screamed before.

Clarisse's face was covered in the same white scales that grew on her hands; her scars turned grey and silver from the effect and her eyes an intense emerald green with thin vertical pupils.

"Clarisse what happened to you?" he heard himself ask as he approached her slowly.

This seemed to snap her back into her old self as she got to her feet and began to pace in exasperation.

"I don't know! I just woke up on that beam and now I'm covered in dragon scales!" she shouted, a pair of rather sharp canines sticking out over her lower lip when she talked, pointing up to the beam she apparently slept on.

Hiccup ran a hand through his hair and puffed out his cheeks in his thinking position; he was at a complete loss as to how this could have possibly happened. I mean, his sister was part dragon but her eyes were about the only thing that gave it away, well, that and her fire-powers.

"Hiccup, what am I gonna do?" Clarisse asked, worry and the slightest twinge of fear in her now draconic eyes.

The Haddock boy had no idea what he was supposed to tell her; I mean, she was now quite literally a dragon-girl, and he didn't think a simple 'shake-it-off' would just make this go away. He felt completely tongue-tied as he tried to make himself talk so he could tell his sister how to fix this. But he didn't have a clue.

Having decided he couldn't help her on his own, Hiccup finally said, "We're going to Tia's."

* * *

><p>Tia Marina's hut was located at the foot of Mt. Thor, right in the shadow of the goliath rock, and her hut was in the center of a mountain spring on stilts so it took the twins a good fifteen minute flight to reach it.<p>

Now they were currently standing on her front porch, both of them debating who would knock first.

Hiccup smiled sheepishly at Clarisse's bored and not-amused expression to which she rolled her eyes and knocked on the door to Tia Marina's hut quickly and loudly to alert her mentor that she was there.

For a few moments nothing happened, but then…

"It's about bloody time!" a thick Russian accent snapped as a normally bubbly red-head swung open the door, grabbed Clarisse's shirt and pulled her inside the hut with a mighty tug. The latter squealed in surprise as her aunt accidently threw her to the floor. Hiccup was quick to come to his sister's aid as she grabbed his shoulder and hoisted herself to her feet again.

The room was suddenly flooded with candlelight as Tia lit about two dozen of them all at once, the twins still a bit dazed as to what she was freaking out about.

The witch-doctor was dressed like a gothic priestess like always, wearing a full-length black dress with a transparent bodice and sleeves, a laced up corset around her torso and a silver pocket-watch and chain dangling from a silver belt secured into her corset. Her crimson red locks were pulled to the side and pinned up with a black head-band, two red ringlets framing her ivory pale features and warm brown eyes.

"I've been waiting for you two all morning!" she scolded as the crimson-haired lady herded the twins into chairs while she quickly gathered up bottles and jars from the many shelves around her home that contained mixtures, herbs, and other odd concoctions.

"Tia calm down, what happened to make you so jumpy?" Hiccup asked, getting up from his chair and trying to coax Tia out of her scurrying. She suddenly stopped in her tracks, what seemed to be a Terrible Terror skeleton strung up like a marionette being clutched in her pale hands.

The panicking red-head then sucked in a deep breath and threw the marionette away, "Um, I don't know… maybe the fact that Clarisse looks like a dragon!" she pointed to Clarisse with a wildly stricken look in her chocolate orbs.

The latter cringed as she scratched her scaled face with her clawed hands, smiling nervously and then sighing, "We were actually going to talk to you about that Tia," she started.

Tia crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow, "I should imagine so, come with me, I'll explain everything." She sighed as she led the twins to her table where she liked to mess with Ouija boards, tarot cards, and the like.

She sat them down and a rather grim expression emerged on her features that made the twins have a bad feeling. "Tia, what is this?" Hiccup asked, gesturing to his sister and her new dragon-like appendages.

Tia rose from her seat and plucked a tattered leather journal from a shelf containing many of her books. She opened it up and flipped to a page showing a crude drawing of a person showing the same draconic-symptoms as Clarisse.

"It's the New Moon." She said simply. Hiccup and Clarisse exchanged a confused look before beginning to examine the pages of the book Tia placed in the middle of the table. "Every month, a draki goes through this change; they shed all ties of their human side and become truly combined with their dragon, like growing scales and claws," she explained.

"Like I am now." Clarisse concluded, holding up a white-scaled hand for emphasis. Tia nodded and continued,

"It only happens on the new moon, a time when one moon cycle ends and another begins, it's a symbol of rebirth, and starting anew. And the draki must shed their human emotions of thought to become a real Dragon." she seemed to ponder on some thoughts when Clarisse asked,

"Wait, so if this happens every new moon, why haven't I ever transformed before?"

"You must be in your dragon-state for it to take place, all the manifestation needs is for you to let it take control over you, even for a few moments." She replied. At this Hiccup realized just when this began to happen,

"Clarisse, the training exercise we did yesterday, you fell and you said you felt that buzz in your head," he explained, a stunned look of realization formed on his sister's scaled face. "Tia, is there any way to change her back?" Hiccup practically pleaded with the mystic.

The witch-doctor only shook her head sadly, "The effects of the new moon are powerful, and since Clarisse is bonded with such a powerful dragon, there's not much we can do."

"Well, the new moon only lasts a couple nights right? So won't this just wear-off or something?" Clarisse questioned, standing from her chair and gesturing to herself and her white scales and back spines.

"I'm sorry but no-" Tia suddenly froze, a look of stunned silence on her face. The twins both raised inquisitive eyebrows at the strange Wiccan woman, wondering what was wrong this time.

"Uh, Tia?" Hiccup tried, getting nothing.

"That's it!" she suddenly squealed, startling the two teens.

"What's it?" Clarisse asked as the crimson-haired woman began to dart about the hut, looking for something apparently. She grabbed a candle and held it up near the ceiling, where, impossibly, another shelf of books sat upside-down! Tia grabbed a journal with an emblem of midnight-blue leather and a silver clasp and practically flew back to the table with it.

"This journal is filled with herbal medicines and tonics that can cure almost anything in the world," she started.

"Including the draki-change?" Hiccup asked, sounding a little bit desperate at this point.

Tia flipped through the pages and beamed, "Yes! Right here!" she held up the book for the twins to see a yellowed ivory page with Norse runes scribbled into it, at the top of the page was a little drawing of a dragon to indicate this was the right page.

"Silver tree bark, Hair of a poisonous serpent, Knot of a warrior's heart? Tia, these ingredients don't make any sense!" Hiccup exclaimed as he read off most of what the runes listed.

"They will, trust me, this is the only way to return Clarisse to normal." Tia gave Hiccup the medicine journal and picked up the book with the draki-change symptoms again, "But you have to find them all and mix them into a tea before the new moon ends." She said, her tone once again becoming serious.

Clarisse's expression became worried, "Or… what?" she asked, slightly fearful of what happened if this didn't work.

Tia turned the page of the book, the next drawing showed the worse symptoms of the draconic change; the human depicted had bat-like dragon wings growing from its back and a long serpentine tail curling around its feet, flames flew from its mouth and a rather wild and feral look was drawn into its eyes.

Tia spoke again, snapping the twins out of their shocked and fearful silences, "I'm afraid your symptoms will continue to worsen, and if you're still this way when the New Moon comes to an end… I have no idea what will happen."

Hiccup stared flabbergasted at the picture of the person with the dragon wings and tail, afraid, but also determined to not let that happen to his sister. He'd give up his one remaining leg rather than have her become the monster depicted in this book.

They'd find those silly ingredients, make the tea, and return Clarisse to normal.

But first they'd need some help.

* * *

><p>Hiccup stood before his fellow dragon riders and trainers, silently preparing for the reactions that would surly come when he gave Clarisse the signal to show herself. I mean it wasn't every day your sister turns into a half-human-half-dragon hybrid thing.<p>

"So what'd you call the emergency meeting for?" Astrid asked, Stormfly off to her right preening her cerulean scales.

"Did someone die?" Ruffnut asked,

"Did someone blow up?" Tuffnut followed.

"Did someone die while blowing up?!" Ruff asked, earning a confused look from Hiccup.

"What? No! No that's not why I called you guys down here," he said while rubbing his eyes with her fingers to clear his head a bit from the shenanigans of his sister's boyfriend and Ruffnut. "I called you down here because…" how did he explain this? "Because… well, something happened, and Clarisse…" he was then cut off by Tuffnut,

"What happened to Clarisse?" he asked quickly, concern showing on his face.

"Nothing! Well, not exactly nothing…" Hiccup stuttered.

"Hiccup," Astrid cut him off, wanting to get to the point. "What happened?" she asked.

Hiccup sighed and turned his head to look behind him, where Toothless and Snowfire sat patiently for him to give the signal; he nodded once and Snowfire stood up from her spot and took two steps to the side, revealing a very different-looking Clarisse Merrill.

As soon as the riders noticed the white scales, claws, fangs, and dragon-eyes, their own eyes became wide with shock. Their mouths all dropped open and no words were able to form at all, well, except for…

"Whoa…" the Thorston twins gaped as Clarisse placed her hands on her hips and growled slightly. She didn't even really realize she was doing it; she was mad and now the others knew that, a sign her dragon side was getting stronger by the minute.

"What- How did this happen?" Astrid asked, completely at a loss for words. Hiccup stood next to his sister and decided to explain everything,

"The New Moon, it's connected to the draki in a way that makes them become more dragon than human." To see if he was correct, the riders looked up to see the blank, dark sphere in the Berkian skies. "And these effects will continue to get worse, and once the new moon is over there's no telling what will happen then." He noticed Clarisse wince slightly, as if she needed a reminder.

"What do we do to stop it?" Fishlegs asked, more enthralled by studying Clarisse's physical qualities than reversing it. He poked and prodded at her face, arms, and even her hair and wrote every detail he could find down in the Book of Dragons, which he carried around with him almost always. Clarisse finally got fed up with being his guinea pig and shoved him away with a warning hiss.

Fishlegs backed away slowly as Hiccup added, "Well, per-instruction from Tia, we have to find and mix together these ingredients to make a cure. And if we succeed and give it to Clarisse before the New Moon is over, we're basically in the clear." He explained.

Hiccup dug the journal from his pocket and flipped to the page with the strange ingredients for the draki-cure, holding it up so the other riders could see. Astrid seemed to figure something out and scowled slightly before saying,

"Wait, when did you two go to Tia Marina?" she asked a mix of confusion and slight betrayal shown in her cerulean eyes. Clarisse started looking everywhere except the blonde shield-maiden, knowing full-well that it was her idea not to tell the others about their little excursion.

Hiccup sighed and decided to answer seeing as Clarisse wasn't going to, "This morning, we would have told you guys sooner but Clarisse insisted on waiting," he started, soon being interrupted by the latter twin who wanted to conceal her soft-side like a changewing conceals its entire body.

"The details don't matter, what does matter is, how are we going to go about finding these things?" she asked, seemingly desperate to change the subject. "There has to be some kind of catch; like one of the ingredients involves stealing dragon eggs, or infiltrating Outcast Island, or something else extremely elaborate." She explained while listing possibilities on her clawed fingers, not noticing the buzzing returning to her skull and growing stronger with every word she spoke.

Astrid raised an inquisitive eyebrow at Clarisse, wondering if it was the new moon or just her normal self that was freaking out with a possible panic-attack.

"…Not to mention we could get caught by some random marauders and spend the rest of our miserable lives in a…" Astrid was zoning in and out of what the now literal dragon-girl was rambling on about.

She turned to Hiccup with her arms crossed, "What uh, what do you think of this?" she asked, pointing to Clarisse as she began to pace in her anxiety. Hiccup was looking dumbfounded with an un-amused expression on his face as his sister continued talking,

"I actually think she's having a panic-attack." He said. Astrid nodded and gestured to Tuffnut, considering it was basically his new responsibility to calm the girl down. The male Thorston twin nodded once and walked over to his friend/girlfriend in order to maybe get her to stop panicking.

While he did that Hiccup and Astrid turned away from the couple/not-couple so they could talk, "What do you think we should do?" she asked him, placing her hands on her hips.

Hiccup pondered on a plan for a few minutes; he didn't think he should leave Clarisse alone while the rest of them searched the entire archipelago for the hair of a poisonous serpent and the toenail of a two-legged dragon, he didn't want her by herself and she would certainly argue if he told a few of the dragon-riders to stay and look after her. She'd say things like, she could take care of herself, and, finding the ingredients was more important.

His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a groaning shout of pain erupting from behind him. Hiccup whirled around to be met with Clarisse on her knees clutching her head with her sharp nails buried in her hair, Tuffnut at her side with a confused look on his face as his, let's call it Lady-Friend, was on the ground groaning in pain and he could do nothing.

Hiccup ran to his sister's side, sliding on his knees the last two feet and kneeling next to her gripping her shoulders, "Clarisse, what's wrong?!" he shouted. Clarisse opened her mouth to try and say something, but all that came out were more screams escaping past gritted teeth. Hiccup looked up at the sky and spotted the new moon barely visible in the sea of blue. Instantly he knew what was going on; this was more side-effects of the new moon! He quickly looked back at his twin, emerald eyes widening as he saw streaks of white snaking into her auburn curls, and the rest of her teeth sharpening into fangs.

Once the albino streaks reached the tips of her hair and the fangs were sharpened into gleaming points the transformation seemed to stop and Clarisse let out an audible gasp for air, sweat forming on her brow and her chest heaving with heavy breaths. Her screams were silenced and she nearly collapsed into her brother's arms.

"Okay… what?" Snotlout questioned both shock and confusion on his face. The others held similar expressions as both Astrid and Fishlegs stepped forward to help Hiccup help Clarisse to her feet, as seen that her most recent episode left her with almost no energy to spare.

"I think my plan has just been confirmed a good one," Hiccup said as he placed Clarisse's arm over his shoulder to balance her out.

Clarisse groaned, "That does what now?" she asked.

Hiccup continued, "Okay, here's the deal; Astrid, Fishlegs, and Tuffnut will search for the ingredients while Ruffnut, Snotlout, and I will stay here and make sure nothing else happens to Clarisse. Any questions?" he finished, waiting for any stupid queries from his cousin and or the twins.

Tuffnut was the first to speak, surprisingly, "No way I'm leaving my girl here by herself," he complained, crossing his arms and earning himself a punch from Ruffnut.

"She won't be by herself idiot, I'll be with her too." The female twin pointed out as Clarisse regained her bearings and stood on her own two feet on her own.

"Exactly!" with that the Thorston twins began to fight and punch one another violently, which was actually a normal Tuesday among the teenagers. Both Hiccup and Clarisse rolled their matching green eyes and puffed out their cheeks, Clarisse blowing her white and auburn bangs out of her face.

Astrid seemingly read their thoughts and broke up the fight; "Alright!" she scowled as the blond shield-maiden shoved herself in between the two and pushed them both onto their butts. "New plan, Snotlout, Fishlegs and I will find the items for the cure, Hiccup and the two of you will stay here with Clarisse and make sure she doesn't go dragon-crazy, got it!" Astrid demanded more than asked. The Thorston twins nodded with sheepish expressions,

"Okay," they simultaneously agreed.

"Good." She growled in reply.

Clarisse smirked with amusement, her left eye twitching slightly with another buzz through her skull. She grimaced but shook her head to clear it away as quickly as it came.

Hiccup nodded, "Then it's settled, you guys will go find these items, the rest of us will stay here." He concluded, tearing the page with the cure from his journal and handing it to Astrid. She read over the list and burned each name into her head as she did so: Silver Tree-Bark, Hair of a Poisonous Serpent, Knot of a Warrior's Heart, and the Toenail of a Two-Legged Dragon. She had absolutely no idea what any of it meant, but she was willing to put in the effort. For Hiccup, not exactly as much for Clarisse.

With a quick hug to her boyfriend and a firm nod to his sister Astrid pocketed the list and mounted Stormfly with a swift leg-up into the saddle. Clarisse gave the blond Hofferson a worried but threatening glare that most likely said 'Don't mess this up. Please.' She replied with a scowl, but added a reassuring nod. Most of their conversations that didn't involve fighting, physical and or otherwise, went in ways such as this. Saying nothing but scowling and glaring with looks that could kill. It was the closest thing they had to tolerance with each other.

"We'll see you guys soon." Astrid added as both Fishlegs and Snotlout mounted up and waited for her signal to leave. She gave them a nod and the trio was off in minutes, leaving the pair of twins and their dragons.

Clarisse crossed her arms and scowled, "You guys do know I don't need a babysitter, right?" she very near growled.

Hiccup patted his sister on the shoulder, "We know, but you know it would help to have some extra supervision." He explained.

"From who? Them?" Clarisse sneered with sarcasm, gesturing to Ruff and Tuff who had already lost sight of the problem at hand and were currently punching and kicking one another on the ground.

"And from me," he added while puffing out his chest and flexing his "muscles" making Clarisse laugh. He knew if he made her smile then he must have been doing something right.

* * *

><p>Astrid led the way through the skies as she, Fishlegs, and Snotlout flew towards Crescent Island; a barren isle in the shape of a crescent moon. Nothing ever really grew there, at least not during the day. At night the island was swarmed with green trees and beautiful blooming white flowers that seemed to glow in the moonlight.<p>

If they wanted Silver Tree-Bark, they'd find it on Crescent Island.

The three of them touched down on the currently brown and wilting grass and dismounted their scaly companions.

"Okay, Silver Tree-Bark, Fishlegs?" Astrid asked, not knowing the exact meaning of the clue.

The chubby Ingerman boy tapped his chin, "Well, no tree bark is silver, so maybe it just means the bark of a tree that grows silver flowers?" he explained.

Astrid nodded, "Alright, so where do we find a silver flower?" she asked.

Snotlout piped up in his usual cocky manner, "Where the moon is, duh!" he said as if it was obvious.

Astrid and Fishlegs rose simultaneous eyebrows at his response. "It's the middle of the day Snotlout, _duh!_" she sneered, mimicking him on 'duh!'

Fish stared off into space for a moment, then his face brightened as he reached a realization. "That's it! Snotlout is a genius!" he exclaimed.

"He is?" Astrid said with a confused expression.

"I am?" Snotlout added, "Oh, I mean of course I am!" he crossed his arms across his chest to add to his ego and cause the blond shield maiden to roll her eyes.

"Yes! Because if we need to find a tree that grows silver flowers, then we need to look where the moon last shone on this island." Fishlegs pointed to the sun shining in the sky, and traced its path downwards towards the dark moon visible on the other side of the island. "There." He concluded.

Astrid raced back to Stormfly and mounted up again, "Well then we'd better hurry, the New Moon isn't getting any slower." She added with a grave tone. Fishlegs and Snotlout nodded and followed her up into the air heading towards the other side of Crescent Island.

The New Moon shifted again and seemed to glow softly with a power only one person could sense.

* * *

><p>Clarisse sat with her legs crossed and a bored expression on her face as she rested her head on her palm in the Dragon Training Academy. Hiccup was jotting down information about this, as he put it, "Draconic Metamorphosis" in the Book of Dragons, while Ruff and Tuff continuously bashed their helmets together.<p>

She hoped Astrid and the boys were okay and finding the items for her cure. As much as she loved being a draki she did not want to stay like this forever.

Clarisse felt a nudge at her shoulder and turned to face her white dragoness sister with a fanged smile. "Hey Snow, you bored too?" she asked the white fury. Snowfire warbled in agreement and nudged her rider's hand, giving her sympathy. Clarisse petted her dragon sister on the nose with a loving smile, violet eyes staring back at her with words she couldn't understand.

All of a sudden, that telltale buzzing reappeared in her skull and began to spread to her fingertips with powerful vibrations that made fear spread just a as fast within the girl.

Her eye twitched uncontrollably and her hands began to shake and tremble as she stared wide-eyed at them. Clarisse blinked multiple times as she noticed her vision becoming sharper and the colors around her becoming brighter and more vibrant than they were a moment ago.

Clarisse also noticed a sudden drop in the temperature around her, she felt cold and could even see her breath form in front of her face! Her breathing became more rapid as she felt her skin chill and her white scales frost over with ice crystals.

Hiccup looked up from the Book of Dragons at the sound of his sister breathing quickly, and turned to see small clouds of steam puffing out from her mouth, which was concerning considering it wasn't nearly cold enough for that.

He nearly dropped the book to go see what was wrong, only to nearly freeze himself. No pun intended. Clarisse's eyes had changed from their fiery jade green to a bright yellow, almost golden color. She was gripping the bench she sat on so hard her scaled knuckles were white. But what caught his attention most was the sheet of ice forming under her death grip on the wooden surface.

"Clarisse snap out of it!" he tried, shaking her shoulders as the bench froze over even more. She looked up at him with molten gold dragon eyes and sucked in a breath. She looked into his emerald eyes and sighed, getting her bearings back.

"I'm okay." She said softly.

"Your eyes." Hiccup replied, making Clarisse reach up and touch her eye with a clawed hand.

Ruff and Tuff stopped fighting for a moment to notice the other set of twins and their current problem.

"Hey, what'd we miss?" Ruffnut asked out of the blue, startling Clarisse. She jumped slightly and involuntarily thrust her arm to the side. A bright ball of blue ice exploded from her open palm and the Thorston twins had to duck out of the way to avoid being frozen flambé.

Hiccup and Clarisse both gasped as the female Haddock twin held her hands close to her chest to avoid making another ice bomb. They auburn haired siblings exchanged a fearful look as Clarisse's hands began to become covered in the white scales that plagued her face. Hiccup scrambled to grab the Draki-Journal in his chest pocket, flipping to a random page and nearly gasping again.

"The third stage of the metamorphosis is the draki gaining the powers of the dragon it's bonded to, as well as what the journal calls 'Seeing through the Eye of the Dragon'." He explained. His sister blinked her golden eyes with a blank face.

"That sounds pretty awesome," Tuffnut said as he waved a hand in front of his crush's face trying to get a response, but to no avail. Hiccup sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose in annoyance; Clarisse's symptoms were getting worse, and the others still weren't back yet.

He just hoped Astrid was doing better than they were.

* * *

><p>The axe-wielding blond dusted the soot off her shirt and tried her best to shake it out of her hair. She held a strip of dark brown bark in her enclosed fist with a look of anger sketched into her features; the three riders had followed the moon's path to find the silver tree-bark, and found a barely blooming moon-blossom tree with the flowers still open and the bark shimmering softly with what appeared to be silver flecks. The three of them quickly carved a notch of the bark and pocketed it.<p>

What they hadn't counted on however was the gang of Smothering Smokebreaths that lived in that one particular tree.

"That is the last time I ever come to Crescent Island." She growled as she placed the shimmering tree-bark in a small pouch on her belt to keep it safe. Astrid rubbed her palms against her face to try and rid some of the black smudges smeared onto her skin by those pesky smokebreaths.

Walking close behind her were Fishlegs and Snotlout, also covered in soot and ash from the small dragons. "Yah, running into a pack of smokebreaths sure tends to dampen your spirit." Fishlegs said, his voice on the twinge of exhaustion.

Snotlout's eye actually twitched every few seconds as he was still in slight shock from the attack. "So much smoke… their beady eyes… the screech still echoes in my ears!" he stuttered with a wild fearful look in his eyes. Astrid and Fishlegs ignored him as they approached their dragons, eager to get off of this island and hopefully never come back.

Astrid cracked her neck and successfully rid her face of soot, "Alright, Fishlegs, what's the next item on our list?" she asked.

The chubby Ingerman read over the folded page with a thoughtful look, "Well the Hair of a Poisonous Serpent… it could mean a dragon, but dragons don't have any hair." He explained.

"Well then let's go find one that does," she said determined. The blond mounted her cerulean companion and urged her forward and upward as the trio took to the skies once more. Once they were airborne Astrid signaled Stormfly to hover as she turned back to Fishlegs. "Dragon who has Hair… maybe a whisker?" she suggested.

Snotlout shrugged; seemingly clear of his smoky- delirium, "Well obviously it's a whisker! But dragons don't have those either now don't they Astrid?" he added steering Hookfang to hover in her path; she scowled and steered Stormfly to fly underneath Snotlout and kept moving forward.

"Well one has to exist somewhere! 'Legs?" she called back to Fishlegs. But the chubby Viking seemed occupied with something else at hand. "Fishlegs?" she tried again. The blond Viking turned her head to see Fishlegs reaching behind him to try and reach something on Meatlug's back.

He reached out his arm and grabbed the mystery object, attempting to pry it off the backside of his gronkcle. With one final tug it ripped it free and held it up for his companions to see.

"Thought you could hitch a ride on my Meatlug, ay?" he said smugly as Fishlegs held up a squirming smokebreath by the scruff of its neck as it growled at him.

Astrid's eyes widened as she saw the smallest little hairs on the back of the smokebreath's neck stuck up in anger as the small dragon tried to get free. "Fishlegs quick! Get those whiskers!" she shouted as the dragon looked like it was wiggling out of the Viking's grasp.

Realizing what she was referring to Fishlegs tried to keep the smokebreath still while he looked for a way to get the hairs on the back of its neck without losing his hand.

Unfortunately the dragon managed to swing its legs up and poke Fishleg's hand with the spine at the end of his tail making the boy yelp rather girlishly and drop the smokebreath from his grip. Bright side: he managed to hold on long enough for some of the hairs on the smokebreath's neck to become ripped out and remain in his clenched fist. Dark side: he had a pretty red and swollen welt on his hand. Tia Marina would have to examine it later.

"Alright 'Legs!"

"Way to go buddy!" Astrid and Snotlout both cheered for their chubby friend as he dropped the hairs into the leather pouch. The blond Hofferson took the pouch back from him and re-tied it to her belt.

Two items down.

Two to go.

* * *

><p>"Clarisse will you please walk slower!?" Hiccup called to his sister who was walking rather quickly ahead of him and the twins, an irritated scowl sketched on her face.<p>

"No way Hiccup, I cannot, I can **_not_** sit around like a sack of logs all day while doing absolutely nothing! I will not go back to the academy, and I will not calm down!" she whirled around to see her brother with his hand lifted and his mouth open like he was about to say something. But hearing the end of her sentence and the anger in her glare he decided against talking.

Clarisse took a deep breath and forced herself to soften her now golden glare, "Look Hic, the academy right now is just a little constricting, I just need some air… is that too much to ask?!" she shouted that last part, startling both her brother and the twins.

"Your girlfriend is just getting crazier and crazier," Ruffnut whispered to her own brother.

Tuffnut grinned in a dreamy in-another-world fashion, "I know…" he sighed happily.

Both Hiccup and Clarisse ignored them, "But Clarisse, you can't be out here in broad daylight! What if someone sees you? What if **_Dad_** sees you?" he emphasized the word 'dad' as much as he possibly could.

Seemingly getting the point, Clarisse's eyes widened as she figured out the level of anger, confusion, and anger her dad would experience if he saw his daughter as a dragon. Notice she said Anger twice.

And as if the gods couldn't punish the twins further…

"Hiccup, Clarisse!" called the thunderous voice of the twins' father Stoick Haddock. Legendary Viking and chief of the Hairy Hooligans. Both siblings' eyes grew to the size of the moon as their colossal dad strode toward them from a few yards away.

"Hide me!" she whisper-yelled to her brother and the chaos-twins as Stoick got closer to them. Toothless and Snowfire dropped down onto their sides behind Hiccup and the twins as Clarisse jumped behind them to hide herself from her dad. The normal-looking trio stood in front of the two furies trying to look as casual as possible. Ruffnut examined her nails and Tuffnut leaned against Toothless as Hiccup shifted his feet around naturally.

Once Stoick reached the trio he looked around suspicious. "Hiccup have you seen your sister? I could have sworn I saw her with you three." He asked, looking around for his daughter who was usually with his son.

Hiccup began to stutter nervously, "Clarisse? N-no I haven't seen her, I haven't seen her at all."

Stoick raised an eyebrow, sensing his son was lying about something. "Well then I guess the village talk that my daughter has become a Weredragon means absolutely nothing to you?" he prodded, curious as to how Hiccup would react.

He stuttered even more, "Wh-What?! What on earth? What the heck is a-a, a weredragon? I don't, I don't even know what that is!" he laughed nervously as his dad raised an eyebrow with clear doubt and suspicion written across his bearded face.

Stoick looked over at the Thorston twins, who avoided his gaze and made every attempt to look natural while whistling innocently. He then caught sight of the black and white pair of dragons behind the trio. Toothless and Snowfire looked like they were doing everything in their power to try and look invisible. They strangely lying on their sides and squished together like they were hiding something behind them.

Said something tried to remain as quiet as possible as she hid behind the dragons. Clarisse held her breath as she heard her father continue with his suspicions.

"So you don't know where Clarisse is?" he said, his eyebrow still arched.

Hiccup shrugged, "Can't say that I do dad,"

"And Astrid, Fishlegs, and Snotlout seemed to have vanished as well," Stoick added.

"Yeah, that is weird, but I don't think I know where they are either," Hiccup scratched the back of his head, hoping his dad would buy it.

Behind Toothless and Snowfire Clarisse felt her ear twitch and scratched it uncomfortably as the buzzing vibrations in her skull returned to wreak havoc on her once again. Her lower back was itching like crazy and she couldn't scratch it because she feared any form of movement would give her hiding place away.

But the itch was rowing into a really painful sting. Clarisse bit her tongue until she tasted blood to stop herself from making any form of noise.

The feeling of something pushing out from her back made her back ache so much it went numb and beads of sweat dripped down her face as she tried not to freak out and remain silent at all costs.

But the buzzing in her head was getting stronger; soon after it began her head became numb and she found it hard to think clearly.

Suddenly she caught a scent in the air and her mouth watered with hunger.

_Salmon…_

The fishy scent was overpowering her need to do anything else, and her eyes flew open to reveal golden irises with pupils thinned into small lines.

Her hunger was the only thing on her mind as Clarisse sniffed the air once more, locating the fish in the village and scampering off to find it.

Stoick kept his gaze locked with his son as he innocently denied the whereabouts of his sister, "So if I look behind Toothless and Snowfire Clarisse won't be there?" he tried once more, seeing if his son would deny it once more.

Not having a convincing response at arm's length, Hiccup just shrugged. Stoick took this as a green light and walked around the two furies only to find that nothing was there.

Hiccup walked up to stand by his dad, "See I told you she…" he looked down to find no sign of his sister, genuinely surprising him. "Isn't here?" he ended the sentence like a question more than a statement.

Stoick, surprised Hiccup wasn't lying, smiled and said, "Well, sorry for doubting you, carry on then!" and with that the chief left the trio with themselves and went off to do chief things. Hiccup smiled with a grin that was clearly fake and waved to his dad as he left.

Once his dad was out of sight Hiccup whirled around to face the twins with a worried scowl on his face, "Where did she go?!" he very nearly shouted.

Ruffnut and Tuffnut merely shook their heads and shrugged, "we don't know, we were busy looking casual!" the female twin defended.

Hiccup groaned and dragged his hand down his face. After taking a deep breath he turned to his best friend, "Did you see where she went bud?" he asked, a pleading look in his eye. The night fury looked at Hiccup for a few seconds with a blank expression before turning to Snowfire with expectant eyes.

The white dragoness gave a look that said 'Really?' before rolling her violet eyes and sniffing around the ground for her human's scent. It took a few seconds but the white fury located a trail with the smell of lilac and smoke. Clarisse.

Snowfire nudged Hiccup's side and pointed her head in the direction her rider went and took off running after the scent like a terrible terror that stole her dinner.

Hiccup, Toothless, and the twins were quick to follow, "Alright guys, let's find my dragon-y sister!" he exclaimed before taking off after Snow.

Fingers crossed Clarisse wouldn't get into any serious trouble.

* * *

><p>"Hurry up! Come on!" Astrid shouted as she jumped from Stormfly's back and took off running towards the forge.<p>

The trio had bagged the tree-bark and dragon-whiskers and the shield maiden had a very strong feeling on the location of the Knot of a Warrior's Heart and had pinpointed it to be in the Berkian blacksmith forge.

Fishlegs and Snotlout caught up to her after landing and dismounting Meatlug and Hookfang shortly after she did, but still remained a few paces behind her.

"Slow down, not all of us have plus eight speed!" Fishlegs called up to Astrid.

She just ignored him as the forge came into her line of vision and she dashed through the front door with determination practically dripping with each step.

With confused expressions from Fishlegs and Snotlout, Astrid went into Hiccup's personal forgery room and began rummaging through his creations, both old and new looking for an item unknown to the two teen boys.

"Uh, Astrid, what are you doing?" Snotlout asked as the latter picked up what looked like a tiny metal version of a manticore wearing an eye patch before scowling and throwing it over her shoulder and continuing on with the scavenging.

"The cure requires the 'Knot of a Warrior's Heart' I think I know what it might be and I know it's in here somewhere so start looking!" she explained/ordered.

The two boys flinched slightly before doing as she said and looking throughout the forge.

Fishlegs then asked what was on their minds, "What exactly are we looking for?" he inquired. Astrid tossed a pair of tongs over her shoulder before answering, choosing her words carefully as not to disrupt the balance of her Tough-Girl reputation.

"Um… it's a… pendant, that Hiccup made a while back." She answered after some thought.

The two lifted their heads at her careful response, "a Pendant?" Snotlout repeated.

Astrid examined a misshapen hatchet before tossing it and then answering, "Yes, a pendant, now keep looking!" she snapped.

Snotlout and Fishlegs exchanged a look and the former shrugged before the two continued to look for this mystery pendant, dropping the subject entirely.

Suddenly Astrid spotted something shining with a silver gleam at the bottom of a pile of what Hiccup called his 'LCP's' or Lost Cause Projects. She very nearly dived for it as the blond moved some broken weapons and scratched blades out of the way to get to it. Once she cleared the rubble she gasped.

"Bingo!" she cheered as she held up the small silver pendant.

It was about the size of her palm, made of silver and held up by a leather string. The pendant was a Celtic infinity knot inside a silver heart. The metal had all but lost its shine and the material was sloppily crafted and bent up all out of shape. It was actually quite pitiful. But Astrid only looked at it with pride.

She remembered Hiccup presenting her with the necklace when they were kids, him all nervous and stuttering and her rejecting him as usual. Even she was surprised that she even remembered the silver thing at all. At the time the boy had become new to forgery and wasn't very good at it either. But Astrid now held the pendant like it was a piece of Asgardian treasure.

"All this for some dull silver trinket?" Snotlout complained. Astrid threw him a glare before untying the black string from the silver knot and pocketing it with the other cure ingredients.

"Well we can cross it off the list, just one more item and we are…"

"Astrid!" a voice called, interrupting the Viking girl.

Said girl turned to see Hiccup, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut running- no, more like sprinting up to the tree of them. Each with concern dripping from their expressions.

Astrid arched an eyebrow, "Hiccup? What are you doing here? Where's Clarisse?" she emphasized the last question as seen the draconic Merrill girl was nowhere to be found.

Hiccup clammed up and started frantically looking around nervously as if he just noticed his sister's absence. "Clarisse?" he said in a voice that sounded like he was trying to act as if he had no idea what she was talking about.

"Your sister?" Astrid pushed, crossing her arms and silently demanding for him to reveal what he was hiding.

He blinked, "Oh right! My sister… well, uh…" he had a hard time placing his words in the right order, "She is… well… Clarisse has been… momentarily misplaced." Hiccup explained, scratching the back of his neck with a crooked smile.

Astrid then realized what he just said. "You lost her!" she snapped. Hiccup avoided her gaze, Astrid taking that as a yes. "How do you lose a person?!" she demanded.

"I don't know! We had to keep my dad from seeing her so we hid her for literally like two minutes, and when we looked back she was gone!" he explained, a panicked look emerging on his features.

Fishlegs piped up, "Why would she just take off?" he asked.

"I have no idea but we have to find her!" Hiccup replied before spotting a familiar white dragoness up ahead pawing at the ground and growling, which was her way of saying 'hurry up or I'm leaving you behind.' "But, bright side is Snow is tracking her down as we speak." In response Astrid, Fishlegs, and Snotlout looked behind them to see Snowfire growling impatiently.

"Well then let's go!" the Hofferson shield maiden jumped to follow Hiccup who was following Snowfire. "We've got a white fury weredragon on the loose,"

"I hope we find her before she eats someone," Tuffnut added

Ruffnut grinned wolfishly, "I hope we find her after." The female Thorston chirped with a crazy look in her eye.

Hiccup ignored them like usual as he was solely focused on Snowfire as she had her nose to the ground and was sniffing furiously, leading the teens strait towards Berk's food storage hut.

The white dragoness suddenly stopped, her ears twitching and her nostrils flaring. She sniffed the air once and looked back at Hiccup with knowing eyes. The one-legged Haddock jogged up to his sister's dragon and laid his palm on her head.

"What is it girl?" he asked. The dragoness squirmed out from under his hand and crouched down at the door to the food storage hut and growled again.

Astrid strode up to stand beside him, "She wants us to check inside." She said as she and Hiccup leaned against the front door and both placed an ear against the wood to try and decipher what or who might be inside.

The sound of scuffling, small splashes, and the sound of claws scraping against wood could be heard from behind the door. Confirming it was Clarisse Hiccup turned the knob of the door and threw it open with a flourish.

Inside the storage hut were barrels of fresh water, fish, and other things kept in case of emergency. But all of said fish was currently being eaten by a human-draki-dragon-person-thing with white scales, golden eyes, and now a long white Nightfury tail extending from her lower back and down her legs with snowy scales and silvery fins.

Clarisse looked up from her meal with a blank expression and the end of a fish hanging from her sharp teeth.

"Clarisse what are you doing?" Hiccup asked, completely dumbfounded and devoid of what was going on. His sister seemed to be the same way as they raw fish she was eating dropped from her mouth and she cocked her head to the side with that same blank look in her eyes that said she didn't know who these people were or why they were looking at her so funny.

Hiccup approached his sister with an outstretched hand and she growled threateningly from deep in her throat that made her sound more dragon than human.

"What happened to her?" Snotlout asked with a finger pointed at his female cousin.

"And why is she eating a raw salmon like it's an apple?" Fishlegs added.

As if responding to his question Clarisse picked up another fish and ripped a chunk of raw flesh from its bones with a ravenous grunt before chewing and swallowing and repeating the pattern. Fish scales, small meat strips, and slimy fish oil covered her mouth and face, and the raw fish made her breath reek like week-old socks belonging to Snotlout.

Hiccup tried approaching his draconic sister again, slower this time, like taming a dragon slow. "Hey sis, eating some fish?" he spoke softly, Clarisse not yet aware of him inching towards her.

Once she did notice she hugged her fish closer to her and growled again, this time louder and more assertive as if to say 'Mine!'

Hiccup didn't back down, "It's okay, Toothless?" he called to his nightfury, needing some assistance as seen his sister had the mind and body of a whitefury. The black dragon and his snowy companion approached the girl with purpose in their steps.

Clarisse growled at the black dragon but let Snowfire near her, the dragoness cooing softly to her human sister and the latter ceasing her threatening growls and continuing with her meal. Toothless backed off to stand by Hiccup again but Snowfire made a series of groans and growls and coos to Clarisse and she made the exact noises in reply like the two were best friends having a normal every-day conversation.

An idea then occurred in his head, "Snowfire, do you think you can get Clarisse back to the house?" Hiccup asked her.

The whitetfury gave a firm nod before saying something to her human friend in dragon-talk. Clarisse cooed back and trotted up on all fours to stand next to her dragon, indicating she was ready to go.

"Alright Snow, lead us home!" Hiccup declared as he exited the storage hut with the two white dragons on his tail.

* * *

><p>Hiccup cracked open the front door to his house and quickly scanned the inside for an trace of his dad, not wanting to just burst in and have him, his father, and his sister in a Mexican stand-off of explaining, shouting, and general confusion.<p>

Not seeing Stoick at all Hiccup opened the door all the way and ushered in Snowfire and Toothless, Clarisse hesitating and still sitting on all fours outside the Haddock house. Her head was cocked to the side and her golden dragon eyes read pure uncertainty, like she was considering following her new scaly friends inside the strange structure.

Hiccup gave her his best trustful smile, "It's okay Clarisse, we won't hurt you." He said softly. Clarisse still looked uncertain so Hiccup felt around his many shirt pockets and dug out a raw salmon and held it up for his sister to see.

She immediately perked up at the sight and smell of food and crouched down ready to pounce on Hiccup to get that fish.

"You want it?" he asked holding up the salmon and grinning as he tempted the dragon-girl. The latter swished her tail back and forth as she readied herself to pounce. She growled in hunger and pawed the dirt leaving claw marks in the loose soil and her yellow eyes flashed with a feral gleam.

Hiccup lifted the fish and tossed it through the front door of his house, "Then go get it!" with that his sister jumped in after her fish and caught it in her teeth before it even hit the ground. The rest of the teens crammed into the house and Astrid closed the door behind her quick enough so Clarisse couldn't escape.

Now Snowfire was sitting next to Clarisse as her rider ripped the raw fish into bits before chewing it up like a starving wolf. The sight was actually quite nauseating.

"Okay, new plan," Hiccup started before Snotlout interrupted,

"We train her, get a collar on her and chain her to the wall until we get the last ingredient." He suggested, rather stupidly I might add.

Hiccup made a face and everyone else looked at him like he was speaking a language the rest of them didn't know.

"Snotlout, she's still a person." Astrid pointed out with a glare. In response she and Snotlout glanced at said person who had finished her fish and was scratching her ear with her foot with that blank look. "More or less," she then added with a shrug.

Hiccup sighed in annoyance, "Anyway… new plan is that you guys will go find the last item while we keep Clarisse occupied here." He explained to Astrid, Snotlout, and Fishlegs.

"But what if Clarisse gets… more… dragon-y?" Fishlegs asked, nodding towards the latter who was sniffing around the room before shooting a bright bomb of blue ice from her mouth at the floor and curling up in a ball in the center of the new ice patch on the floor.

"I think we can handle it." Hiccup said after a pause.

"If you can't my suggestion is still up for consideration- ow!" Snotlout started to say before Astrid whacked him on the back of the head. With that the three of them left the house and Clarisse in the hands of the Thorston twins and Hiccup.

"Be careful, she's got the mind of a dragon," Astrid advised.

Hiccup gave a crooked smile, "Did you suddenly forget who you're talking to?" he asked jovially. The blond Hofferson arched an eyebrow before punching him in the arm and smirking at his pained expression as he lifted a hand to his now bruising arm.

"You know what I mean!" she said before leaving, a smirk still on her face as Hiccup nursed his arm.

Hiccup rolled his eyes before turning back to his sister who was about to be poked with a stick by Ruffnut with Tuffnut using her as a shield.

"Guys!" at the sound of his irritated voice the twins jumped and Ruff accidently poked a sleeping Clarisse hard in the side waking her up with a start.

She chirped in alarm and quickly got to her feet with a murderous look in her eye as she spotted the stick in Ruffnut's hand. Clarisse growled as she began stalking the Thorston twins, cornering them in, well the corner of the room.

Ruff shoved her brother forward, "She's your girlfriend!" she whisper-yelled to Tuffnut.

Hiccup pinched the bridge of his nose before he sent Snowfire a pleading look. The white dragoness was quick to step in between the twins and Clarisse, the latter giving her dragon-friend a warning growl before Snow crooned and growled back in a warning manner.

Clarisse looked beyond her dragon and stared into the mischievous twins' eyes like they were pieces of prey she would one day chase down and eat. She narrowed her golden eyes before grunting and sitting back on the ground, anger still showing in her expression.

Hiccup breathed out in relief; she was furious and wild but Snowfire seemed to have Clarisse under control for now.

"Haven't you two ever heard of 'Don't Poke the Bear'?" he asked Ruff and Tuff with an arched eyebrow.

"We didn't poke the bear," Tuffnut defended,

"Yeah, we poked your dragon-sister." Ruffnut added as the two of them started snickering. The female twin reached a hand towards said sister as if petting a puppy. Clarisse saw this and snapped her sharp teeth menacingly, nearly taking Ruff's fingers with her.

Both twins cowered and backed away slowly, leaving Clarisse to smirk at her victory.

* * *

><p>"How on earth, are we supposed to find a two-legged dragon?" Astrid questioned the boys as she began to pace.<p>

Fishlegs was tapping his chin thoughtfully while Snotlout just stood with his arms crossed looking bored.

"Well I think 'Two-Legged' means it doesn't have any wings or can't fly." He suggested.

Astrid stopped pacing and gave him a look, "Well there aren't a lot of dragons without wings Legs." She pointed out. "And the ones that are don't live anywhere close to Berk."

"Well…" Fishlegs began, wringing his hands nervously and avoiding her angry blue gaze. "…there are a couple nearby…" he said slowly.

"What does that mean?" Snotlout asked, confused as to why the chubby Viking was talking so funny.

He hesitated.

"Fishlegs?" Astrid questioned, a glare building up in her eyes.

He finally cracked, "Okay! There's only one dragon with no wings that lives even nearly **_close_** to Berk." He said shakily, pausing again.

"And…" Astrid rolled her hands in a continuous circle asking him to finish what he was explaining.

"You won't like it," he warned.

"Just tell us already!" Astrid very nearly shouted.

Fishlegs flinched slightly, "Alright! Jeez…" he sucked in a breath and breathed out calmly. "We need to find…"

Astrid and Snotlout looked on expectantly urging him to talk faster.

"… A Speed Stinger." He finished, leaving the trio in sudden silence.

After a few seconds Astrid shrugged, "Okay, let's go." She turned back to Stormfly and prepared to mount up and be off when the guys looked at her like she was crazy.

"Uh, do you not remember what happened last time we had to deal with speed stingers?" Fishlegs asked.

Snotlout looked absolutely terrified, "I do, I got paralyzed, it sucked!" he added.

"Well we need to find one to keep Clarisse from eating the island's entire supply of fish," Astrid concluded before swinging up into Stormfly's saddle and the deadly nadder chirping with anticipation, practically itching to get up in the air.

Snotlout and Fishlegs exchanged a look before sighing and climbing onto Meatlug and Hookfang and following Astrid up into the air to go and find a speed stinger.

* * *

><p>Icicle Vallen.<p>

That was where they needed to go, that was where the speed stingers liked to hang out and that was where they'd get the final ingredient to fix Clarisse once and for all.

Only problem being that the dragon they needed to find was aggressive, traveled in packs, and was literally untrainable.

As soon as Astrid and Stormfly touched down on the snow-covered ground of the icy island and the blond girl dismounted her cerulean friend she very nearly fell on her face. As seen the ground was so frozen it was more slippery than an eel.

Stormfly held her up while Astrid regained her footing and waited for Snotlout and Fishlegs to catch up to the two of them.

Fishlegs managed to keep balanced as his heavy-set gronkcle landed with a loud rumble and causing the ice beneath them cracked a little.

Snotlout however came in sliding along the ice and slipped out of his own saddle and face-planted into the cold ground. "I hate this place already," he grunted as he struggled to get to his feet again only to slip on the ice and land on his back.

"Can we please just get what we need and go, I don't want to get stung." Fishlegs said as he rung his hands. Meatlug crooned to her rider softly and licked his face affectionately, he smiled and patted her head.

"Hey at least you didn't get stung last time, twice!" Snotlout held up two fingers.

Astrid ignored them both as she bent down to examine odd markings in the ice beneath their feet; small vertical lines drawn in threes and fours. Claw marks. And they were made recently. Which meant whatever made them was close by.

When she looked up Fishlegs and Snotlout were still bickering about not wanting to get stung by speed stingers. She rolled her eyes and then shouted,

"Both of you shut it! I've got tracks and whatever made them is close. So stop bickering and start tracking." She ordered as she climbed back onto her blue nadder's back and gave her a kick to follow the stinger tracks that seemed to be heading west.

It didn't take them long before they heard the familiar screech of speed stingers and within minutes they spotted the devilish little dragons in a pack of about ten or twelve resting in a cluster of frozen boulders sticking out of the ground. The alpha was visible because its red dorsal-fin made it stand out amongst its pack's blue fins.

The trio made sure to remain silent and unseen as they landed their dragons and spied on the speed stingers from behind a large ice block just outside their nest.

They observed the buggers until Astrid came up with a sort-of solid plan,

"Okay, here's the plan," she began to explain. "We lure one of the stingers away from the pack, and hold it still long enough for one of us to get the nail and get the heck out of here."

"Sounds good to me," Fishlegs said shakily, about three seconds away from hyperventilating. Astrid then unclipped her axe and held it in her hands while the guys looked at her like she was crazy.

"What?" she asked, then understanding why they were looking at her like that, "How else will we get the nail without getting stung?" she whispered as if it was obvious.

Fishlegs and Snotlout nodded, Astrid taking a pre-packed fish out and tying a piece of rope around it and preparing to throw their incredibly stupid and crazy and dangerous plan into action.

* * *

><p>The speed stinger was innocently eating a partially frozen fish when one of its friends came along wanting the exact same fish.<p>

It growled at him and he growled back.

The other speed stinger was larger than him but the fish was his dinner and he didn't want to share. He growled louder which resulted in the opposing speed stinger to screech angrily and try to stab the smaller dragon with its stinging barb.

The dragon with the fish cowered and backed away as the competitor snatched up his half-eaten fish and sauntered off with a cocky chirp.

The smaller speed stinger was about to go and find another fish when the smell of fresh cod hit its sensitive nostrils.

He looked around frantically before spotting the unfrozen, uneaten, delicious-looking fish lying on the ground with an odd yellow things wrapped around it, but the dragon hardly noticed. All it could think about was the hunger rumbling in its stomach.

The speed stinger nearly jumped at the fish but suddenly it moved back a foot. The dragon cocked its head with a confused chirp but stepped forward to grab the fish anyway, only for it to move back again. It tried to grab it again but it moved again!

This went on about five more attempts at getting the fish until the speed stinger was about ten feet away from its pack. The fish then moved behind a large frozen boulder and the dragon was quick to jog after it and trotted back behind the boulder to get his reward.

But instead of a yummy fish it was met with rope tied around its mouth and three human teenagers trying to hold him down and tie him up.

The last noise that escaped its snout was an angry shriek that went unheard or ignored by its pack.

* * *

><p>Seconds ticked by as Hiccup, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut sat in his house with a sleeping Clarisse by the fire pit while the trio sat bored out of their minds.<p>

Silence went on for about ten more seconds until Ruffnut finally said, "Ugh! How long does it take to find a speed stinger?! This is son boring and forever-taking!" her voice droned on from boredom and her head lulled back in a dramatic manner.

Hiccup ignored her and kept his eyes locked on his sleeping sister. She was curled up in a ball with her tail wrapped around her body as she slept on that large patch of ice she created earlier. She looked peaceful and… almost like her old self again.

But then Hiccup took notice of the white scales on her face, the white streaks of color that had formed in her hair, the claws, the fangs, and most importantly the giant dragon tail. Her hair was now more white than auburn and most of it jutted out from her ponytail in wild little bundles of curls, and the scales on her face had spread to her scar, the damaged flesh was now starting to fade and become the scaly skin of a whitefury instead.

The Haddock brother ran a hand through his hair and sighed; he hoped beyond hope that Astrid and the others found that last item. And fast.

His thoughts were interrupted by the seemingly thundering jiggling of the door knob to the front door. The sound on its own was enough to fire Hiccup into a panicking frenzy.

"Oh no, it's my dad!" he worried to himself. He then turned to his friends, both human and dragon, "Snowfire, get Clarisse to our room and keep her there, you guys make sure she doesn't make a sound," at his order the Thorstons nodded before rushing up the stairs to Hiccup and Clarisse's shared room while Snowfire gently nudged the girl awake.

Clarisse blinked open her yellow dragon eyes groggily and yawned, exposing all her sharp teeth. Snowfire said something in dragon-speak and Clarisse was immediately awake and following the white dragoness up the stairs.

Hiccup watched they until the door to their room was shut and Stoick walked through the front door and his son sat in a chair and tried to look as natural and unsuspicious as possible.

Once Stoick saw his son with an incredibly suspicious and fake smile on his face, he arched an eyebrow and said,

"Hiccup, where's your sister?"

He opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. He knew he needed an excuse, and a believable one at that, but for the time being his mind was completely blank.

"I haven't seen her… why, have you?" he quickly asked, wondering if his dad saw his draconic daughter and was playing dumb on purpose in order to get Hiccup to spill.

Stoick shrugged, "No, but Bucket and Mulch did mention seeing a girl with brown hair and white scales all over her face and arms…" he trailed off, letting his son piece together the puzzle he already solved.

Hiccup puffed out his cheeks in scripted confusion, Stoick not buying it for a second.

"So Hiccup, anything you want to explain to me?" he finally asked his son with eye that almost screamed that he knew everything and there was no escape this time.

The auburn-haired dragon rider opened his mouth, hoping to get a chance to deny his knowledge of his sister's condition to his father once again, but their stare-down was interrupted by a roar thundering from upstairs.

Stoick and Hiccup's eyes both flew to the siblings' room, the roar causing Stoick to pull his sword from his belt and sprint up the stairs with his son at his heels. Once they reached the door they both heard what clearly was the sound of shattering glass and terrified shouts coming from inside.

With an easy motion Stoick burst down the door to see his daughter's dragon and the Thorston twins standing by a gigantic hole in the wall!

Hiccup wad the first to speak, "What happened?!" he demanded, shock dancing in his emerald eyes.

"She jumped out the window!" Ruffnut frantically pointed to the hole in the wall that Hiccup could now see the edges were covered in frost and frozen bits of wood and glass dotted the floor. The male Haddock twin peered through the space in his room to see a white figure retreating into the woods behind his house.

Before he could jump on Toothless and go after her his dad's thundering voice stopped him.

"Hiccup tell me what's going on right now!" he boomed. Hiccup ignored him and climbed onto Toothless anyway, his prosthetic clicking into place as his sole focus was aimed at tracking and finding Clarisse before she got to the village and went into a fury frenzy.

"I can't talk now dad, I have to go stop Clarisse from turning into a dragon!" and with that Toothless took off and the boy and his nightfury were in the air and out of sight before Stoick even had a chance to say otherwise.

Once at a good aerial vantage point Hiccup slowed Toothless to a hover and started scanning the ground for Clarisse, "Any sign of her bud?" he asked when he came up short, hoping Toothless' higher sense of vision would be able to spot her.

When the nightfury groaned his no Hiccup frowned but refused to give up; this was his sister he was talking about. "Come on Toothless, we have to find her… we're running out of time!" at this the black dragon shot forward and the two took off again into the forest.

Hiccup stole a worried glance behind him, the Berkian sun setting over the horizon casting the sky in bright fiery colors.

Soon night would be upon them…

And once midnight hit…

There would be nothing they could do to change Clarisse back.

* * *

><p>"Hold him still! I need a clear shot!" Astrid commanded as she navigated past the speed stinger's flying claws and teeth as it tried to sting and paralyze her.<p>

Snotlout and Fishlegs had roped the wingless dragon as soon as they had a clear shot after luring it with the fish on a rope, and were now trying their best to hold it in a still grip while Astrid made a move to get the nail off the stinger's foot.

The dragon thrashed and kicked with pure fury and the ropes around its snout wouldn't hold for much longer. Once they broke the dragon would no doubt cry for help and the teens would be surrounded by angry speed stingers.

"We're trying!" Fishlegs replied, clinging to the stinger's left arm while Meatlug sat on its tail to prevent it from stinging any of the three teens.

"How is he this strong?!" Snotlout yelled as the dragon swung its leg back and kicked the Jorgenson boy square in the face. He yelped and was taken aback but did not loosen his grip, thank the gods.

Astrid gripped her axe with determination as she searched for a clear course to take that would get what they needed in the shortest amount of time. Not seeing one at the moment she took a deep breath and decided to wing it; they were out of time and didn't need to stall any more than they had already.

With a mighty swing Astrid brought the blade of her axe down and what sounded like snapping stone echoes across the icy valley. The dragon screeched but more in anger than in pain as it continued to thrash and scream like a feral beast.

The blond shield maiden looked at her feet to see the speed stinger with two toe-claws now instead of three, the severed nail sitting motionlessly at her boots.

In a stunning realization and a burst of adrenaline Astrid made a dive for the claw and swiped it up into her hand in a matter of seconds.

"We got it!" she cheered as she dropped it into the leather pouch and clenched it in her fist as she, Fishlegs, and Snotlout all mounted up as quickly as humanly possible and prepared to release the speed stinger and get the heck out of this place.

The three teens all yanked the ropes free and the dragon screeched and tried to swipe its stinger at them but the trio was already in the air and flying as fast as they could back to Berk, leaving the wingless dragon to screech and then return to its pack.

In the air Astrid didn't even bother to retie the pouch to her belt, she held it tightly in her hand as she held Stormfly's reins to get back to Berk as soon as possible.

She looked up as the sun gave a final gleam for the day before disappearing over the horizon, the dragon riders now plunged into night.

"Come on, we need to hurry!" Astrid ordered as she spurred and mentally willed Stormfly to go faster, the deadly nadder growling in agreement as she thrust herself forward with as much speed as she could muster.

They had to hurry.

They were running out of time.

* * *

><p>Hiccup pulled Toothless to a halt as they landed in the cove; their favorite spot in Berk and the direction Hiccup had seen Clarisse run off in.<p>

He jumped from his dragon's back and ran to the edge of the pond, he cupped his hands over his mouth and called out, "Clarisse!"

All he received in return was the sound of crickets and the night's wind blowing through the trees. The isle of Berk was now submerged in darkness thanks to the New Moon, and Hiccup had little to no time to find his sister before the effects of the New Moon became irreversible.

He tried again, "Clarisse! Where are you!?" again he was met with no answer. He was worried sick; where was she? Was she hurt? Did someone find her? What if she was lost? What if he didn't find her? What if…

Toothless silenced his panic when he turned his snout up and roared a nightfury call, the dragon call echoing all around them.

Silence followed, but then…

**_"_****_Rrrrrrrraaaaaooooowwweeerrrrrrr!"_** rang out from beyond the trees of the cove. Hiccup knew it anywhere; it was the telltale roar of a nightfury, or whitefury to be specific. And it was coming from the cliffs!

"Toothless you're a genius!" Hiccup praised. The black dragon purred as if to say 'of course I am, now let's go find your sister!' Hiccup responded by swinging back onto his best friend's back and the dragon taking off back into the air to get to the cliffs and find Clarisse. The one-legged Haddock boy looked up at the sky and spotted the dark moon slowly but surely growing in height.

He tore his gaze away when Toothless burst through the trees and onto Berk's highest cliff; the edge dropping into the ocean shore covered in sharp spear-like rocks that would kill you in seconds.

Hiccup spotted Clarisse immediately; her hair was let loose of its ponytail and hung in flowing, shimmering, stark white curls around her shoulders and down her spine. Her face was now free of its scars as most of it as well as her body was covered in snowy scales as well as her normal skin-tone now as pale as the moon itself. Her golden eyes had thinned its pupils into lines that showed no human emotion, and her fangs gleamed in the low light.

Her tail swished absently as the silver fins seemed to shimmer in the night giving her that magical look, and the ear-flaps of any nightfury had replaced her ears and now sat at the top of her head. And what startled Hiccup most was that two large, white, bat-like dragon wings had sprouted from Clarisse's back and were fanned out around her form.

Clarisse just stared up at the sky as if waiting for something, when Hiccup called out to her again, "Clarisse!" he shouted to her. The latter's attention was pulled from the dark sphere rising to the peak of the sky to turn and growl at him, her wings moving as she did as she approached him like he was wounded prey for her to stalk and kill.

Hiccup began to back away from her when more people burst through the trees and into the clearing before the cliffs. He instantly recognized them as the other dragon riders, his dad, and Tia Marina who held a glowing vial in her hand.

"Hiccup you need to get her to drink this now!" Tia ordered, placing the vial in his palm with urgency written all over her face.

He then began to doubt himself, "But Tia she doesn't trust me! If I go near her she'll fly away and by then it will be too late!"

Astrid spoke up then, "Hiccup she's your sister! You can't just give up on her!" the blond girl pleaded.

Hiccup flinched and looked back at the white dragoness that used to be the Clarisse he knew and loved. She wasn't the sister he loved anymore, she was a dragon through and through and wasn't going to trust him unless she wanted to.

"I… I can't do it!" he muttered to himself as he stared down at his boots in defeat.

Astrid wouldn't let him give up so easily, "Hiccup… I know you're scared she won't trust you… I know you're afraid she'll turn her back on you and leave… but that won't happen if you let **_her_** know that **_you_** trust her! It's just like when you trained Toothless! You just need to trust her and she will do the same!" Astrid explained as Clarisse spread her wings out and looked back at the New Moon which was almost at its highest point in the sky.

If Hiccup didn't do this now he'd never get another chance.

"You can do it son," Stoick said softly as Hiccup lifted his hand and stared at the vial that glowed green.

His sad eyes then changed to those of determination as he clenched his fist around the small bottle and strode towards Clarisse with purpose.

She gave him a warning growl as her yellow eyes seemed to glow in the dark of the night. Hiccup stopped but held his hands out in front of him to show her he meant no harm. Clarisse seemed confused by this and stopped growling, but didn't let up on her aggressive stance.

"Hey sis, I know you see me as a threat, and that's okay…" he started as he took another step towards his sister, she glared but did not growl. "… but I want you to know I won't hurt you," another step, she did nothing to stop him.

"I just need you to trust me okay? Can you do that for me?" he asked, not really expecting an answer. Her draconic eyes looked at him now with curiosity instead of confusion or aggressiveness. Clarisse actually took a step towards him and tried to sniff him.

"I won't hurt you, it's okay," he said sweetly as he held his hand out for her to sniff. She looked at his hand and took a step back.

Hiccup then went in for the secret weapon to training any dragon, the final move, the piece de resistance. He lifted his hand to face her, and turned his head away look at anything but Clarisse.

Behind him her golden eyes widened in confusion as to what he was doing and why he was doing it. Did he actually… trust her?

Wanting to smell him and analyze if he was dangerous or not, Clarisse took one final step towards him and smelled his hand timidly. The human boy smelled of metal and forest plants, a smell the dragoness rather enjoyed, it made her feel safe and protected. It reminded her of something, or someone that wanted itself to be remembered but she could bring herself to find the memory.

Going out on a hunch the dragon girl pressed her face into the human boy's palm with an accepting purr.

Hiccup's eyes flew open as he felt skin and scales meet his outstretched hand; Clarisse had accepted his trust and was now purring warmly with a trusting smile on her face. He breathed out a sigh of relief as she rubbed herself against his hand like a fluffy kitten and he chuckled at her display of affection.

This tender moment was interrupted when Tia Marina shouted impatiently, "Hiccup you need to give her cure now!"

Hiccup's eyes flew up to see the New Moon seconds away from declaring midnight. He opened his palm and uncapped the tear-shape vial containing his sister's cure and looked at her with a pleading gaze, green meeting gold as he held the bottle out to her.

"Clarisse, I need you to take this, can you do that for me?" he asked as gently and sweetly as he possibly could.

His sister's draconic eyes looked at the vial with a thoughtful expression before looking into the eyes of the boy she didn't yet know to be her brother. Her pupils dilated and became soft trusting golden orbs and she lifted a clawed hand and touched the vial in response.

Hiccup knew this to be her answer and smiled warmly before lifting the glowing bottle to her mouth and watching as the glowing contents were emptied into her mouth and down her throat in seconds.

A soon as every last drop was gone from the glass container Clarisse began a vicious fit of coughing and hacking. She dropped down onto all fours again as every last bit of food exited her stomach and spilled out onto the ground; most of it being raw fish.

"That's nasty," Snotlout deadpanned.

Once the contents of her stomach were gone, Clarisse restarted her coughing fit, she sounded like she ate something that went down the wrong pipe and now she was trying to hawk it up again.

Hiccup watched in a mixture of nausea and awe as his sister continued coughing and her tail fins folded inward and began to shrink back into her body as well as her wings. Her claws retreated back into her nail-beds and the scales on her face began to fade and disappear, her silvery white hair turned auburn once again at the roots and spread to the ends in a matter of seconds as well as the lock of red, gold, and blue returning to its original fiery colors.

Her scars had also returned to the left side of her face; the two red lines and shiny pink burns once again burned into her flesh.

Sweat beaded up on her forehead as Clarisse looked fully like her old self again and Hiccup breathed out a sigh of pure relief, glancing up at the moon as it shone with the smallest sliver of silver emerged from the dark sphere.

His relief turned worry as Clarisse, exhausted from the day's events, collapsed as Hiccup was quick to catch her in his arms. She groaned and blew tufts of her choppy bangs out of her eyes, and then starting to laugh.

She couldn't help it. With everything that happened that day she needed a good laugh, and after a few moments her brother started to laugh with her. He kept his arms wrapped around her as he hugged her and she buried her nose in his shoulder with tears of mirth building up in her eyes as she laughed her heart out.

Clarisse pulled away from her brother's embrace and opened her eyes to reveal jovial, sarcastic, devilish, human green eyes. Hiccup grinned,

"Welcome back," he said and she laughed again.

"No kidding!" she chuckled, Hiccup never so happy to hear her actual voice and not draconic growls. Stoick then strode up to his children and wrapped them both up in a massive bear-hug as his thunderous laughter echoed in their ears and the three Haddocks smiled as Clarisse was now her normal self once again.

The rest of the dragon riders and Tia Marina all smiled warmly at the family's display of affection, and at their victory of stopping, as Ruffnut and Tuffnut wanted to call it, the Curse of the Weredragon!

* * *

><p>The next day the seven dragon riders of Berk were in the academy; Clarisse scratching Snowfire behind the ears and the others asking questions about her dragon-black-out the day before.<p>

"What was it like?" Ruffnut asked,

"Did you want to kill anybody?" Tuffnut added,

"Did you kill anybody?" Ruff finished.

On any other day Clarisse would be annoyed at their pestering, but today she just found it amusing as seen she was pretty relaxed after a good night's sleep and not waking up as a half-dragon/half-human thingy.

"No I didn't actually, all I could think about was what I was going to eat, and where I was going to…" she paused and looked at the other teens who wore expression that consisted of confusion, disgust, and expectance that made them think they knew exactly what she was talking about.

After all, what happens in the woods… stays in the woods.

"… You know what, it doesn't matter." She decided to say.

As she finished her sentence Hiccup walked into the academy wearing a rather mischievous grin on his face and his hands hidden behind his back, making Clarisse raise a questioning eyebrow. "And just what are you smiling about?" she asked as she turned away from the twins and crossed her arms.

Hiccup pulled his hands out from behind him to reveal a single blindfold in his outstretched palm. "I thought of a new training exercise, designed specifically for you." Clarisse took the blindfold from him and eyed it curiously.

"And what would that be, exactly?" she asked. The other teenagers gathered as Hiccup took the blindfold back from his sister and tied it around her eyes temporarily blinding her.

"Today we'll replicate what we did yesterday, but with the roles reversed, Clarisse will be blindfolded and have to listen, smell, and feel her way around while fighting us off." He explained, Clarisse's eyebrows rising in realization.

"I'm sorry, fight who off now?" she asked.

"You will have to use your other sharpened senses to fight us off while our dragons help us, and Snowfire helps you." He added, his sister nodding in approval.

Astrid smirked and Snowfire growled in excitement and her rider did the same as she grinned.

"Let's do this," she purred.

* * *

><p>The blindfolded Clarisse heard the whistling of a fireball hurtling towards her and tumbled out of the way and launched a fireball of her own in the direction to whistle came from, she was ginning the whole time.<p>

_'__Here on Berk dragons are a big part of our everyday lives,'_

Stormfly launched a series of her tail spines at the auburn-haired draki with a victorious chirp that was short lived when Clarisse dodged them and nearly slashed off the spikes on the back of her head with a whip of red and gold flames. The deadly nadder growled and prepared to pounce again.

_'__And now the draki are a part of it now too,'_

Clarisse laughed and kicked up a stream of fire in Meatlug's direction and Fishlegs ducked to the ground with his hands covering his head with a frightened yelp.

"Sorry Legs, did I get you?" Clarisse called to the chubby Viking as she carefully stepped around Meatlug's lava blast.

"No, I'm good!" he called back nervously.

_'__Even though the draki are part dragon, they're human too, and their connection with dragons is deeper than blood itself,'_

Clarisse heard Hookfang blow a column of his fire directly behind her; she whipped around and caught the billow of flames in her grasps and they swirled around her like a cyclone as she began to redirect it.

_'__We still have a lot to learn about Dragons and how they connect to People, as well as the Supernatural,'_

With a mighty thrust of her fists Clarisse launched Hookfang's own fire back at him as he roared in annoyance.

_'__But now that we have clues to find out, our adventures have only just begun.'_


	3. Into the Woods

**EPISODE 2: INTO THE WOODS**

_'Here on Berk, the first thing you think when you see us isn't exactly rainbow ponies and friendship, we have battle axes, horned helmets, and yes… dragons. But sometimes solid friendships and loyal allies are what decide the difference between life and death. Not as often as you might think though._

_And sometimes when deciding whether you want to live or die, you either suck it up and make a friend, or trade in your horned helmet for a coffin.'_

* * *

><p>Clarisse Merrill, Berk's favorite, and only, draki tiredly trotted in the direction of her house with her beloved whitefury Snowfire at her toes with a deadpanned expression. The two of them had returned from their daily, or I guess nightly, late-night flight; Clarisse's twin brother Hiccup always got up at the crack of dawn to go flying, Clarisse and Snowfire preferred to fly amongst the stars.<p>

The auburn-haired girl and her white dragoness all but dragged their feet to get home, a full day at the Dragon Training Academy and a flight this late into the night left the two friends in need of some serious beauty-sleep.

As soon as the lamp-light of the Haddock house Clarisse smiled at the thought of a good night's sleep, and walked over to the small dragon stable hook up to the house. It was only big enough to house two nightfuries, which was convenient since both siblings had furies. But they never really used them considering both dragons slept inside with them.

Snowfire settled into a mound of hay so her human sister could unlatch her saddle from her back and was about to place it on the metal rack when the rack collapsed into a heap of metal parts! Clarisse squeaked in surprise but didn't drop the saddle.

After a few seconds she set the saddle on a bale of hay and kneeled down to examine what could have made the rack fall apart.

It didn't take her long to notice that all the screws were missing!

Clarisse looked around some more to try and figure out what happened to the screws in her saddle rack. A small strand of hay then caught her eye; it looked softer and shinier than all the rest of the straw and it shimmered slightly in the lamp-light.

The scarred dragon-rider carefully plucked the odd strand from the ground and held it up to have a better look at it. She then realized it wasn't hay or straw but **_hair._** A thin, shiny strand of golden blond hair.

Clarisse suddenly became angry; she only knew one person with golden hair on this entire island.

**_Astrid Hofferson._**

Now more awake and alert than she was ten seconds ago Clarisse pulled her dagger with the curved blade from her copper medallion-belt and exited the dragon stables to go and seek out the Hofferson abode.

Astrid was the girl's rival as well as her sworn enemy and her brother's girlfriend. The two could hardly ever be in the same room for ten minutes before some form of argument, vocal or physical, broke out. The two girls hated each other and the entire village knew it.

Once Clarisse reached the blond Viking's house she went around the back and found her cerulean deadly nadder Stormfly sleeping soundly in her stall.

Spotting what she was here to sabotage Clarisse all but stomped over to the saddle rack that held Stormfly's saddle and slid the blade of her dagger underneath the leather strap that held the saddle and rider on the dragon's back.

With a swift and silent motion Clarisse cut the leather strap and kicked the saddle off the rack with a huff that was silent enough not to wake the nadder.

"That's a shame." She said in false pity as she re-sheathed her dagger and strode out the stall like she had done nothing wrong.

She walked calmly back home with a clear conscience and climbed up through the back window into her bedroom that she shared with her brother. Clarisse climbed in with ease and shut the window behind her, giving a warm smile to her dragon who was already asleep in her spot up in the rafters.

"So how was the flight?" a nasally voice asked her as she sat on her bed to remove her boots.

She smiled at the thought of running her hands through the moon-soaked clouds of the night sky, "It was amazing, as usual," she replied as the face of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third appeared from behind the wool curtain that divided the twins' room.

He bore high resemblance to his sister; they both had the same auburn hair and green eyes, but Hiccup's left leg was replaced by a metal prosthetic and the left side of Clarisse face was marred with two vertical scars running from just under her eye to the edge of her jaw, the area around the scratches made shiny and pink by burns that had also branded her face.

Hiccup's hair was messy and tussled with two tiny braids woven into the boy's hair, while his sister wore hers in a mess of ringlet curls that was usually held up by a ponytail, her bangs framing her forehead and face at a choppy angle. One bright curl shone with colors of red, gold, and blue and stood out among the other auburn curls of her hair.

Despite these small differences the twins were practically mirror images.

"Well, goodnight then," Hiccup bid his sister before closing the thick curtain behind him and retreating to his own side of the room.

"G'night!" she called back as she removed her armor skirt and medallion belt and very nearly collapsed on her bed, not even bothering to change into her night clothes before falling asleep.

The saddle incident would surly arise sheer fury in the morning though.

* * *

><p>Mornings at the Dragon Training Academy were often chaotic, so walking in and seeing the Thorston twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut, beating each other senseless, was actually a typical Wednesday for the dragon riders.<p>

The academy had a system, so Hiccup was slightly surprised when he and Clarisse showed up and neither Astrid nor Stormfly were present.

"Have any of you seen Astrid?" he asked the other riders. Clarisse smirked next to him, knowing very well why the Hofferson girl was late.

That'd teach her to mess with her stuff.

The other teens shrugged, not knowing why she wasn't there either.

At that moment the blond shield-maiden walked into the academy with a saddle-less Stormfly at her heels. To Hiccup's concern his girlfriend looked livid, and about ready to rip someone's head off. I mean sure she had a temper, as did every one of the Hairy Hooligans, but today she seemed angrier than usual.

Which was rare.

"Hey Astrid, is something wrong?" Hiccup asked carefully, not wanting to upset his girlfriend more than she already was.

She turned to him with fury practically dripping from her gaze, "The strap on Stormfly's saddle got **_cut_**, and I had to walk here." She explained, her voice laced with venom.

Clarisse couldn't help a tiny almost unnoticeable smirk on her lips as Astrid fussed about her saddle and what possible couldn't happened for it to get cut.

"When I find whoever did this I swear..." she started to say before Clarisse couldn't hold it in any longer and let out a devious chuckle, which Astrid immediately noticed and whipped her head around to glare at the auburn-haired draki.

"What's so funny?" she growled.

Clarisse had her arms crossed and shrugged with that look in her eye that she loved so much. The look that said 'I know something you don't and I'm not going to tell, you have to figure it out yourself.'

Realization hit Astrid like a bullet,

"You cut my saddle!" she accused, and let me tell you, if looks could kill, Clarisse would be bursting into flames right now and then dying horribly and painfully.

But she just stood with that devilish grin, "Oh but why would you say that?" she asked in a sickly sweet voice that was innocent but at the same time spilling with guilt.

Astrid left Hiccup and stormed up to stand face-to-face with her saddle's saboteur, "I knew it was you! Why would you do that?!" she demanded.

Clarisse's calm demeanor then turned angry and defensive, "Don't you dare play dumb with me! You know exactly why!" she snapped back.

"Um, I'm pretty sure that a don't!" Astrid yelled.

Hiccup and the other riders' heads went back and forth as the argument became more heated and Astrid and Clarisse's shouts and insults became louder.

"Tell me why on earth you would mess with my saddle or show you what real **_cutting _**looks like!" Astrid threatened as she gripped her axe until her knuckles were white.

"Uh… guys?" Hiccup tried.

Clarisse just laughed, "You think you can go toe-to-toe with me? With that pathetic cheese-knife?!" she retorted mockingly.

Astrid scowled and glared, "What did you just say?!" she screamed. "You're one to talk!" she sneered, referring to the sword on Clarisse's back.

"Guys? Hello?" the male Haddock twin tried again, his voice a little louder but still going ignored by the girls.

The argument continued as Clarisse drew her katana Icicle from her back sheath and gripping it tightly with her building anger, "How dare you! My sword is functional, awesome, stylish, and **_awesome!_** And I have a sword, because I'm not an angry blond prat!"

And with a furious roar Astrid swung her axe at Clarisse's head and the latter deflected it with her katana and a battle of blades began. Clarisse tried to take a swing at her legs but Astrid jumped up and her boot landed on top of the blade, trapping Clarisse in place.

Astrid smirked as Clarisse looked at her in shock mixed with a twinge of fear.

Fear well placed as Astrid punched her square in the face!

Clarisse flew back and landed on her back and Astrid stood over her with a smirk that fueled her hate-fire. Taking advantage of her distraction Clarisse swept the leg and Astrid was then the one on her back as Clarisse was about to bring her sword down.

Astrid swung up her axe and sparks actually flew as the metal blades clashed again and again.

Hiccup had then had enough and decided to intervene.

"Alright bud, let's break this up," he said to Toothless, his jet black Nightfury, who growled in agreement.

Astrid and Clarisse clashed blades again and were caught in a trial of strength and will as their weapons were held at an impasse. Astrid pushed forward as Clarisse pushed back, their eyes locked in a hellish battle of blue and green.

All of a sudden a blast of purple plasma struck the spot between the fighting girls breaking them up and knocking them both back on their butts.

"Okay that is enough!" Hiccup said with a disappointed scowl as he and Toothless stood between them.

Astrid had a bruise forming on the side of her face and Clarisse had a bloody nose as the two of them climbed to their feet as both Snowfire and Stormfly trotted to their riders' sides to help them if they needed it.

"Can't you two go at least ten minutes without trying to rip each-other's faces off?!" Hiccup ask/shouted at them.

Astrid yelled an angry "No! Way!" while Clarisse burst out laughing like the very idea of them getting along was the funniest thing in the world.

The former became enraged again and tried to lunge at Clarisse but Stormfly held her back as Clarisse drew her dagger with a face that read 'Come at me bro!'

Hiccup and Snowfire were both quick enough to break the girls up again and hold them far apart enough so the fighting wouldn't break out again.

"Aw! Why'd you stop the fight?" Ruffnut asked, a disappointed look on her face.

"By the way, the blood running down your face is lovely," Tuffnut added sweetly to Clarisse, who on any other day would have giggled and blushed, but for the time being she was too furious to pay his compliment any mind.

"Will you guys just give it a rest for once?" Hiccup pleaded with his sister and girlfriend.

Fishlegs was quick to chime in, "Yeah, I mean, doesn't it get old? All the hate all the time?" he asked, Fishlegs was as confused as everyone else as to why the Hofferson and the Merrill hated each-other so much. Sure everyone knew that they did, but no one could possibly figure out **_why. _**

"I'll stop fighting when **_she _**apologizes!" the auburn-haired Viking sneered.

Astrid snapped back, "For what?!"

"You know exactly what!" Clarisse yelled.

With that final comment Astrid let out a furious roar before she stomped over to Stormfly, mounted the deadly nadder and in less than five seconds she was a blue blur flying out of the academy and fading in the distance.

The riders stared off after her while Clarisse just shrugged and began to pet Snowfire passively.

"And what are you still doing here?" her brother asked as he stood by her side with an expectant expression.

Clarisse rolled her eyes, "I'm petting my dragon, what are you doing?" she shot back, whipping the back of her hand across her upper lip to get rid of the blood that had settled there.

Hiccup sighed loudly, "Look sis, I know you and Astrid aren't the best of friends…"

"That's a way of putting it," she grumbled under her breath.

Her brother ignored her and continued, "But if you don't work out your problems and fix this, it could lead to someone getting really hurt, and I of all people would hate to see that happen." He told her. Clarisse seemed to be thinking deeply about his words.

She lowered her hand that had been petting Snow and her scowl softened slightly, Clarisse then groaned loudly with a roll of her eyes, "Fine… I'll go get her,"

"Thank you," Hiccup said smugly.

Clarisse sent him a glare as she mounted Snowfire and the white dragoness took off into the air in the direction Astrid had taken off. At least trying to keep her anger down until she found her and brought her back before something went wrong, and it usually did.

The rumble of thunder overhead caused Clarisse to pull her gaze away from the path in front of her to turn her gaze skyward; dark ominous storm clouds were forming on the horizon and heading towards Berk fast, and at the rate they were moving the storm would reach them in little time.

Clarisse had to find Astrid, and fast.

* * *

><p>Astrid was literally seething, Clarisse had gotten on her nerves for the last time! She clearly was blaming her for something, which she obviously didn't do, and if Clarisse thought she did something to her than obviously the girl would strike back with just as much venom if not more.<p>

Her problem was she acted without thinking more often than not, she was reckless, impulsive, and completely unaware of the consequences of said actions. I mean sure, Hiccup was kind of the same way, but he was reckless and impulsive when it came to doing the right thing. His sister was chaotic for the reason simply for being chaotic!

Astrid growled to herself, so lost in her thoughts she didn't notice her flying Stormfly farther and farther away from Berk and out to sea.

She didn't even notice the dark storm clouds that had formed around her on all sides. Only the concerned and warning chirp of her cerulean nadder friend seemed to snap her out of her raging mind, and I mean that in the literal rage.

"What is it girl?" she asked, her voice no longer holding anger but worry for her scaly friend. The sudden boom of thunder roaring in all directions startled the blond Hofferson and caused her to dart her head around and finally see she was in the middle of a near-monsoon of rain.

"Astrid!" called a familiar voice. The shield-maiden turned her head and felt her worry melt right back into anger as she spotted the auburn-haired girl atop the white dragoness with violet eyes.

She heard herself then snap, "What are you doing here?!"

Clarisse actually looked taken aback for a moment, but then she smirked which made Astrid's blood boil with anger.

"I came to bring you back, now let's go." She replied, getting strait to the point and turning Snowfire back towards Berk.

Astrid then had an idea and chose to act on it immediately, "I'm not going anywhere until you tell me why you ruined my saddle!" she demanded, having to hold onto Stormfly's spines so she wouldn't fall off her back.

She heard Clarisse groan with impatience, "I'm not in the mood for un-pleasantries right now, this storm will hit any second and we need to move." She called back, the thunder growing louder and more frequent.

But Astrid's fury continued to grow as much as the storm, "I don't care! Tell me now!" she shouted as a bolt of lightning flashed and a boom of thunder crashed. Clarisse turned Snowfire back around and glared at her menacingly,

"Why are you so stubborn about this?" she ask-shouted as the sky opened up and rain drenched the girls and their dragons, but the riders unaffected as their minds were occupied with the aerial argument.

"Me?! You're the one who messed with my saddle and started this whole thing!" Astrid bellowed over another crash of thunder, the lightning coming a little too close to where the girls were barely keeping Stormfly and Snowfire in a steady hover.

Clarisse grit her teeth, "I didn't start anything! You started this by…"

She was suddenly interrupted by a bright and thunderous flash of purple lightning struck right between them in a deafening and thunderous crash that knocked the girls right out of their seats and down through the air unconscious.

Clarisse blinked her eyes as the ocean came closer and closer and the wind whipped at her ponytail. She let out a yelp and looked up to see Snowfire diving to reach her. She spread her arms out wider to get more air-resistance on her side and quickly twisted her body to get back onto her dragon sister's back and her spreading her wings out and hovering to a stop.

The auburn-haired dragon rider looked around frantically until she spotted Stormfly flying around the storm clouds for Astrid. Clarisse looked too until she immediately saw a blue and blond mound falling unconscious closer and closer to the ocean.

"Stormfly! Down there!" Clarisse shouted to the deadly nadder as she pointed down to Astrid, knowing only Stormfly would be able to reach her as seen she was closer to the water.

The blue dragon saw her rider and made a strait nose dive for her as fast as a speeding bullet and was underneath the girl in less than ten seconds, but wouldn't be able to catch her unless the Viking girl was awake to grab onto her spines and save herself.

"Astrid!" Clarisse cupped her hands around her mouth and shouted at the top of her lungs, which she prayed was heard against the pounding rain and thunder.

Thank Thor that Astrid heard Clarisse call to her as she blinked open her heavy lids to see purple flashes of lighting overhead and the screech of a familiar deadly nadder beneath her.

Realization hit her like, well, like lightning and Astrid turned her body to catch onto Stormfly's spines and swing up onto her back again, safe and sound.

Clarisse couldn't help but sigh with relief; but that relief was short lived when she heard the loud roar of a dragon that certainly wasn't Snowfire or Stormfly, it was as loud as the thunder and both Clarisse and Astrid looked deeper into the dark clouds as they flashed with bolts of the same purple lightning.

"What was that?" she called to Astrid, the rain roaring in both their ears and making it hard to hear anything let alone each other.

The roar then sounded again but this time louder, like it was getting closer. Clarisse and Astrid held as still as possible as they waited for something to happen to get rid of the edge.

Their wish was then granted as a dragon slightly bigger than Snow darted out from the clouds and fired deadly currents of lightning from its mouth at both the female riders.

"It's a Skrill!" Astrid yelled in alarm as she and Stormfly began their evasive maneuvers to avoid getting hit.

Clarisse ducked close to her dragon's neck as a bolt of purple lightning launched from the skrill's mouth and nearly hit her in the head. She got Snowfire to pull up to avoid the skrill's constant strikes.

It shot a small but precise bolt at Astrid and it tore across her left bicep and she cried out in pain and clutched her arm and grit her teeth.

"Hey bug-zapper!" Clarisse taunted the strike-class dragon. She succeeded in getting its attention but now she had to fight it! Despite her fear she unsheathed her dagger and curled her hand beckoning the skrill to just try and go toe-to-toe with her.

But to her surprise the skrill just glared at her with cold and calculating yellow eyes, before lowering its head and flying back into the darkness of the rumbling storm clouds as the rain pelted down harder, blowing her auburn curls in every possible direction.

For a few moments it was quiet, at least to the girls, "I think we're good," Clarisse said with a sigh. Astrid grimaced in pain as she held her burned arm, in too much pain to even look at the girl. But she nodded in agreement,

"We should head back, tell Hiccup about the… Ahhh!" her sentence was cut off by a sudden shout of blinding pain so awful she passed out and began to slip off of Stormfly's back.

"Blondie!" Clarisse called before the same burning pain appeared on the back of her head in a sudden flash of light. She cried out in shock and pain as her vision became spotted and soon she too fell from her dragons back and through the dark clouds.

She could faintly hear Snowfire's roar but soon heard nothing as she crashed into something hard and narrow, the sound of splintering wood ringing in her ears as she fell to a stop on something thick and made of wood.

Clarisse tried to blink slowly to regain her senses, but it was no use as her vision faded into black and she passed out.

* * *

><p>Numbness. Blurry spots across her peripheral vision. Smudges of green, brown and blue dancing across the landscape as Clarisse felt her eyes flutter as consciousness was slowly coming back to her.<p>

"Uh… my head…" she groaned as she felt her voice start working again and brought herself fully back to the living world, but her head throbbed terribly and a stinging pain erupted from her side and made her wince.

She carefully brought a hand to her forehead only to cringe at the pain that still remained, and hissing when she saw the small dots of red liquid on her fingertips. At least she knew now that her head was bleeding.

Clarisse took the end of her shirt and ripped a strip of the fabric free and tying it around her head to stop the bleeding and secure the wound. She groaned as the throbbing continued, but had now calmed to a steady but annoying thump every now and then.

She took the time to take in her surroundings; she was surrounded by towering pine trees and not much could be seen besides that; a bird here and there, a few squirrels, Astrid hanging on a branch…

Wait, what!

Clarisse's emerald gaze darted to where the blond girl was to see her stomach down unconscious on the limb of a tree branch that was quickly breaking apart under her weight!

Not hesitated Clarisse cupped her hands over her mouth and yelled, "Astrid, wake up!"

The shield maiden bolted awake and had only seconds to react as she looked down and saw the ground miles below her as the branch that held her snapped and she fell! But she plummeted only a few feet as Astrid reached an arm out to grab another and climb up but only to cry out in pain as her arm popped under the momentum of her fall.

Clarisse tried to spot what caused her to shout out from where she was, hissing in sympathy as she was seeing an ugly bleeding burn mark on Astrid's right bicep.

Pushing past her pain by gritting her teeth Astrid began to use the branches to her advantage and climb up again. Seeing where she was headed Clarisse saw it best she should tend to that wound and fast before it got any worse.

She searched for a good landing point on the tree beside the one she resided in, spotting a sturdy and large limb of the pine and taking an agile jump for it. Clarisse landed but rolled forward and grasped the trunk of the tree with a gasp, feeling her head throb once again.

Clarisse just shook her head to clear it and crouched to reach down and grasp Astrid's hand and hoist her up onto the branch the two of them now shared.

The both of them were breathing loudly and heavily; Clarisse noticing a layer of sweat and a pained expression written across her usually calm and collected features. She tore another strip of fabric from her shirt and held it out for the blond girl to take.

Astrid looked at her like someone who was in the middle of a standoff with a snake and didn't want to get bit and die.

"To wrap up your arm," she explained. Astrid gingerly took the chunk of fabric but still looked at it like it was a trap of some sort. "Infection and stuff," Clarisse added, which successfully got her to carefully begin to wrap her arm in the scaly cloth.

Once she finished she flexed her fingers on her injured arm and tried moving it but to only feel a burning pain in the wound again. Astrid eventually gave up and let her head fall against the trunk of the towering tree.

"Thanks," she said quietly, quiet enough so that only Clarisse would hear, and maybe even misinterpret it and shrug it off without letting it fuel the flames of her enormous pride.

Sadly this did not happen, "Yeah, Hiccup probably would kill me if I'd let you die," she said with that smirk Astrid hated so much. She rolled her eyes, choosing not to look at her as seen her fury was still very much alive.

She didn't even know how she ended up in a tree! One minute she was fighting with Clarisse in the air with Stormfly…

"Oh my Thor! Where's Stormfly!" she demanded, standing up on the branch with steady balance so she wouldn't once again plummet. Clarisse seemed to understand the situation and also stood up on her feet, looking around frantically for her own dragoness companion.

Astrid cupped her hands over her mouth and called for her dragon, "Stormfly!" her voice echoing around the trees that surrounded the two. But Clarisse then grabbed her and covered her mouth with her hand while shushing her with angry eyes. Astrid tried yelling but her shouts were muffled by the auburn-haired draki's grip.

Clarisse saw her struggling and whisper-yelled into her ear, "Do you not remember how we got stuck here?" she hissed. Of course she remembered, they got stuck in a storm and were shot down by a skrill. Oh… right.

Astrid reluctantly nodded, letting Clarisse continue, "Well it might still be out here. So if you don't want to get struck by lightning again," she nodded to her injured arm, "I suggest you keep the yelling to a minimum."

Understanding her logic, Astrid nodded with a glare as Clarisse removed her hand from over her mouth. Now free Astrid saw it fitting to punch the girl in the arm. Hard. But the downside was her punching arm was currently her injured arm, so punching her also made her wound sting.

"Ow!" Clarisse yelped, rubbing her left bicep as Astrid cradled her right with a pained scowl. As much as she hated Astrid and the fact that she punched her, if that wound wasn't properly treated it would most likely get infected.

After watching her be in pain for a few moments Clarisse pulled her dagger and cut a long thread from her shirt and snapped off the prong of the buckle on her boot and tied the string to it making a decent stitch.

Clarisse gave Astrid a look that told her to hold still, and once she saw the stitch in her hand her eyes widened and she glared her warning.

"No." she said simply.

Clarisse sighed, "Do you want to get an infection and probably lose your arm?" she questioned with an arched eyebrow.

They continued their glare-match until Astrid surrendered her arm to Clarisse and the Merrill girl began to stitch it up, the blond wincing whenever the needle-like piece of metal pierced her flesh, she was somewhat surprised at Clarisse's level of focus; like blood and wound repairing was nothing new to her. Being Clarisse that wasn't all that shocking.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing?" Astrid asked, feeling the need to since someone was messing with her health whilst stuck in a tree with said someone.

Clarisse rolled her eyes, "Of course I do, and do you have any idea how many injuries I've stitched up? I've used rope and dirty clumps of sail before I even needed proper gauze and medicine." She explained.

That statement honestly didn't make her feel any better.

"Just asking, it's not like I need my axe-arm or anything." She added with sarcasm lacing her voice.

She stopped her stitching to glare at Astrid menacingly, "Hey, you didn't **_ask_** me to do this, believe me it be a heck of a lot easier to just **_let _**you get an infection, and a lot quieter too," she smirked at the end of her sentence, crossing her arms and refusing to continue.

"Excuse me?!" Astrid snapped, her arm stinging from the movement but she ignored it, resisting the pain to keep her pride.

"And look at that, without my work your arm is bleeding again! Big surprise!" Clarisse sneered gesturing to Astrid's currently bleeding arm, the skin around it becoming irritated and in serious need of stitch work if it was ever going to heal.

"You know I wouldn't even need your sloppy stitching if you hadn't started this whole thing in the first place!" the Hofferson shield maiden barked angrily.

Clarisse tugged on the string a bit too hard by accident when she snapped back, "I'm sorry, are you actually **_blaming_** me for this whole thing?! Last time I recall, I didn't use mind control to make that skrill attack us!" she shouted.

"I blame you because if you hadn't accused me of… whatever you think I did, we wouldn't be in this situation right now!" Astrid fired back.

"Liar! You know exactly what I blame you for! I know that is was you who messed with my…"

Suddenly the very spine-tingling roar of a skrill rang out through the trees, scaring off birds and causing the arguing Viking teens to fall silent in a matter of seconds.

Listening for any other sign that the strike class dragon was anywhere close by and hearing none, the girls continued on with their fight, just in whispers instead of shouting.

"Why are you so difficult?" Astrid asked, sounding more tired than angry this time.

Clarisse was slightly taken aback by her tone, "I'm not difficult, it just annoys me that you're angry at me almost all the time!" she whisper-yelled in reply.

Blue eyes widened slightly at her response; was she really angry with her all the time? Technically yes, but she made it sound like it was a nuisance instead of rightly placed anger.

"Seriously though, why do you hate me so much?" Clarisse asked in a hushed tone.

Now it was Astrid's turn to be taken aback; Clarisse thought she hated her? It wasn't that far off. She was reckless, irritating, and just plain irresponsible sometimes, but she didn't **_hate _**her.

"I don't hate you," she eventually replied. "I just hate how you act before you think, and how you disregard any form of consequence." She clarified.

Clarisse actually smirked, "Well to surprise you further, I actually am completely aware of consequence, remember when we fought off demons together?" she asked, referring to the battle with Laufeia in which the two of them had to fight off an entire army of her demon soldiers.

Astrid laughed, "Kind of hard to forget," she said.

"Well back then we didn't hate each other because we found a common enemy, and once we stopped trying to rip each other's throats out, we made a pretty good team." Clarisse added with a chuckle as she took out her dagger and examined it absentmindedly.

Astrid actually felt herself smile, "But I also remember you saying we could never be friends because we're too much alike."

A thoughtful look appeared on her face, "Yeah, maybe that's the reason, but honestly I can't even figure out why we fight all the time… Hiccup's friendship, best warrior, who wears blue better… obviously you, I don't know really." She admitted with a shrug as she sheathed her dagger.

The blond girl smiled to herself and shrugged as well, "Me neither." After a moment's pause Clarisse resumed her work in stitching up Astrid's arm, and this time, she didn't say anything.

After she finished Clarisse rewrapped Astrid's arm and adjusted her own makeshift bandage on her head before leaning back against the branch of the tree and closing her eyes for a moment. The argument the two of them had and the concentration it took to fix up her arm and basically everything else had left her exhausted.

In a matter of minutes she was asleep, Astrid herself feeling drained of all energy and she too took a shoulder from the tree they were trapped in, leaning against the thick trunk and closing her eyes.

Within moments she was out of it and the world blurred together into darkness as sleep overtook her.

* * *

><p>When Astrid woke up she actually almost reached out to pet the scales of her dragon who she then realized wasn't there, making her worry even more about her situation; she was stuck in a tall pine tree with her worst enemy Clarisse Merrill with no idea where her dragon was, as well as no known way out of this forest.<p>

Oh, and there might be a majorly ticked off skrill after them.

She groaned to herself at the remembrance of it all.

Clarisse was still sleeping, her mouth slightly agape and a thin line of drool on the side of her face, Astrid scrunched up her nose in disgust and gave the auburn-haired girl a shove with foot to wake her up.

When that didn't work she tried punching her with her non-injured arm, in which Clarisse jolted awake with a new bruise already forming on her bicep. She groaned with grogginess and rubbed her head in a sluggish manner.

Clarisse touched her head only to wince in a small but fierce jolt of pain from the forming bump on her temple. She didn't want to admit it before but there was the possibility of a concussion, falling asleep had been reckless, but she was okay so that worked out fine.

As if sensing her concern Astrid asked, "How's your head?"

Clarisse shrugged, "Might be small concussion, nothing big, I've had worse. How's the arm?" she replied and then asked in return.

The blond girl tenderly touched her bandaged area, and surprisingly felt no pain. "Surprisingly I don't feel anything," she shrugged as well.

Clarisse snapped up and was sitting up with a worried look in her eye and her eyebrows furrowed, "You don't feel anything?" she questioned.

Now Astrid was suspicious, she glanced at her wrapped bicep and moved it around but felt absolutely no pain, it was more like a slight numbness.

She shook her head and Clarisse got to her feet in a matter of seconds to examine the wound again, having a suspicion but wanting to make sure.

She carefully undid the makeshift bindings and silently gasped at the grotesque condition of the once minor gash. The skin around the cut was red and irritated and the blood was now dried up with small drops of puss leaking out.

Astrid's blue orbs widened as she saw the injury on her arm, "What is that?!" she demanded, looking Clarisse dead in the eye.

The green-eyed draki just shrugged, "Infection, most likely, I don't have the stuff to clean it, so I need to find something to keep out all other germs and stuff… do you have any mud on you?" she explained. Astrid gave her a look before glaring.

"No mud? Okay." She said before her eyes started darting around skittishly as if scanning every inch of the forest at once. Clarisse then spotted a tree with a large gash in the trunk just around the corner! Figuratively speaking of course.

"How do you feel about tree sap?" Clarisse asked turning back to Astrid. The blond shield-maiden arched an eyebrow before replying,

"You seriously want to put tree sap on my open wound?" Astrid asked with her arms crossed and a look towards Clarisse that said she was crazy.

Her shoulders slumped and she sighed audibly, "Well if you want to keep that arm then I'd say tree sap is our best bet," she said with her hands on her hips and an expression that read she was one hundred percent serious that if they didn't stop the infection, Astrid would most likely lose her arm.

After a seemingly long pause Astrid nodded and Clarisse unsheathed her dagger from her belt and held it in her hand. "Glad we're on the same page," and with that Clarisse placed her dagger in her mouth and ran to the edge of the branch before jumping!

It was a quick leap before Clarisse latched onto the trunk of the next tree, quickly grabbing a branch and hoisting herself up to the next one to grab then pull up and so on until she reached her destination. She now sat perched on a high branch of the sap-leaking tree and took her dagger from her mouth and proceeded to stab into the trunk to get the sap.

Once the incision was made and the thick brown sap was spilling from the trunk Clarisse threw out a quick whistle and Astrid tossed her Clarisse's emergency water-skin, which had been empty since the day before, and she caught it with ease. She pulled out the cork with her teeth and held the opening at the base of the wooden surface and watched the sap fill up the container.

"You sure that stuff will help?" Astrid called from her place at the other tree.

Clarisse scoffed, "Of course! Unlike you I observe every possible outcome before swinging my weapon around like a crazy person." She replied.

Astrid rolled her eyes, "Shut up," she sighed.

"You shut up, I'm getting you sap!" Clarisse defended herself as she re-corked the water-skin and tossed it back to Astrid before jumping back onto their shared branch. Taking her spot next to Astrid Clarisse resumed her work on the girl's wounded arm.

She used the wrist of her sleeve to clean off as much of the dried blood and puss as she could before pouring some of the tree sap across the wound and wrapping it up with the piece of cloth from her shirt.

"There, that should hold it for a while, at least until we get home, then a real healer can fix you up." Clarisse explained as she dusted off her hands and smiled at her handiwork.

Astrid looked at it with an arched eyebrow but didn't say anything, as seen she had Clarisse to thank for bothering to help her at all. "Thanks," she said, her words barely audible.

Clarisse looked like she was about to say something in return, but was stopped by the thundering roar of the skrill echoing through the forest once again. Only this time sounding much closer than it had before.

Both girls froze as they listened for any other signs of the dragon's whereabouts, since technically they were sitting ducks in that tree. But when they heard none Astrid let out a sigh of relief,

"I think we're good for…" she didn't finish since Clarisse held up an authoritative hand and shushed her!

"Shh!" she hissed, looking around and listening closely.

Astrid visibly scowled, "Did you just 'shh' me?" she demanded, earning another shush from Clarisse; when she was living with her adoptive parents, Larson and Marie, they'd taught her that if the forest was completely silent, there was usually something dangerous nearby. The trick was to listen to the birds; if they kept singing then all was well. But if they were quiet, like they were now, you were in serious trouble.

Clarisse was completely quiet so she could listen to the surrounding foliage and try to locate that skrill, figuring it was what silenced the forest.

Astrid took this the wrong way and said, "Oh, silent treatment, is it? Real mature," she said as she crossed her arms and glared.

The auburn-haired whitefury rider then caught a whiff of an unfamiliar scent; she sniffed the air and decided it was… rainwater, mixed with burning pine. Clarisse sniffed again and the smell had already become stronger. It was like the smoke of a fire drifting upwards from the ground. So Clarisse decided to look down.

What she saw was not a pleasant sight.

Astrid was still pouting, "Of course I get stuck in a tree with the one person I can't stand," Clarisse tapped her shoulder, but she kept talking. "I mean I'd even choose to get trapped up here with **_Snotlout_** rather than you," Clarisse tapped again, but harder.

"But of course the gods send me here to get stuck with you and… what?!" she finally hissed when Clarisse whacked her arm with enough force to finally get her attention.

Green eyes glared at her with a mix of annoyance and worry as Clarisse pointed to the ground below them, remaining as silent as she possibly could be. Astrid, still scowling, looked in the direction her companion was pointing,

And sure enough, the big, purple, electrified, **_skrill_** was at the base of their tree sniffing around and circling the trunk as if looking for something it lost.

Astrid's eyes, now wide with fear and shock, whipped back up to meet Clarisse's that were all in all the same way. Both their mouths dropped open in silent, unvocal screams so not to alert the lightning-shooting dragon of their presence, he seemed to already be on to them as it was.

Fantastic!

Astrid had a most likely infected wound on her axe-arm, Clarisse probably had a concussion, they were stuck in a tree with no idea where they were, no way of getting out of the woods, no dragons…

And now an angry skrill was after them.

Just perfect.

* * *

><p>Back on the isle of Berk, Hiccup and the other dragon riders were proceeding with their search for Astrid and Clarisse after they'd disappeared the day before.<p>

"Urg, where are they?!" Hiccup groaned as he ran a hand through his hair.

Fishlegs chimed in to reassure him, "Hiccup, they probably just got caught in the storm and had to take cover, maybe they're fine." He explained,

"Unless they're not." Snotlout piped up, being as blunt as usual.

Hiccup threw his cousin a glare before turning back to Fishlegs, the chubby Viking shrugged, "Look, most likely they're both fine, maybe they're together and working out a plan to get home." He suggested, that last part making Hiccup's eyes widen in worry.

He didn't like the possibility of Clarisse and Astrid being within ten feet of each other, only because it would most likely end up with one of them losing a limb or two. No way could they get along long enough to figure out a plan to get home.

Hiccup looked up at the sky to see the sun close to setting over the horizon. Night would be upon them soon, they had to find Astrid and Clarisse as soon as possible, or they'd be in deep trouble.

"Then let's go find them, come on bud." He said as he mounted Toothless and the Nightfury warbled in agreement. Hiccup grabbed his saddlebag as the other riders all nodded and prepared to find the blond shield maiden and the auburn-haired draki.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, said blond shield maiden had her knees hugged close to her chest as a few twigs and leaves were being burned before her. Clarisse had recommended a fire to keep them warm since that skrill wasn't going anywhere anytime soon.<p>

The purple lightning dragon was currently sleeping below them at the foot of the tree with even breaths and small sparks of electricity ringing off its scales.

Clarisse was holding a bundle of leaves and twigs in her hands and was burning them with her flames to give them some light and keep the girls warm if they ended up staying here all night, which was a strong possibility at this point.

Then the flame-wielding girl snapped, "Okay that's it, we need to get out of here now!" she whisper-shouted and she dropped the small fire and it extinguished instantly. Astrid jumped awake from her line between sleep and consciousness, blinking rapidly to shake it off.

She threw a glance down towards the skrill to check if it was still asleep, it was, but bad news was this entire encounter wasn't just an elaborate nightmare developed by her self-conscious.

Astrid crossed her arms as Clarisse stood up, "And how do you suggest we do that?" she asked. Clarisse rolled her eyes and dragged her hand down her face dramatically, puffing out her cheeks and then running a hand through her hair until her fingers were stopped by her bound curls.

She then snapped her fingers, "I've got a plan." Clarisse got that clever glint in her eyes that also looked kind of like a Terrible Terror when it's about to steal a fish out from under your nose.

Astrid raised an eyebrow and frowned skeptically, not really trusting the Haddock girl at all right now.

Clarisse noticed this and sighed loudly, "Look, I know you don't like my methods, and I know you don't like me! But right now, we're each-other's best chance at getting out of these woods alive." She explained quickly.

The blond girl thought for a moment and then nodded, "Alright." She said. "What's the plan?" Clarisse beamed at the idea of putting her probably stupid and crazy plan into action.

She stood at Astrid's side and grabbed her shoulders to be at eye level with her, "Okay, here's the plan… I'll climb down and distract him, while you run the other way and try to find a way out of here. Got it?"

Astrid looked at her like she grew a second head, "Are you out of your mind?!" she whisper-yelled.

Clarisse shrugged with a serious look on her face, "We both know I'm faster, and you have an injured arm."

"You have a concussion!" Astrid countered.

The green-eyed girl rolled her eyes, "Do you want to get out of this forest or not?" she challenged. Astrid shut up at this, she wanted to get out of this stupid forest and away from this stupid skrill so she could get proper healing for her stupid arm-wound.

Clarisse spoke again, this time softer like she was coaxing a dragon on a rampage, "Just trust me this once." She asked more than said.

Astrid nodded in agreement and smiled confidently to her… I guess now… friend. Sort of.

"Alright, let's do it." She confirmed.

* * *

><p>As Hiccup just about finished strapping Toothless' saddle bag to the dragon's back when the familiar roar of both a Whitefury and a Deadly Nadder rang into the academy causing Hiccup to turn his gaze skyward.<p>

Two blurs of blue and white suddenly landed in a flurry of dust and colors. Within seconds Stormfly and Snowfire were both running towards Hiccup and roaring worriedly.

"Stormfly? Snowfire?" he said, surprised to see them… and without neither Astrid nor Clarisse.

Somehow voicing his thoughts, Fishlegs asked, "Where's Clarisse and Astrid?" Hiccup looked at the two dragons of his girlfriend and sister with worried eyes. Looks like Fishlegs' assumption of the girls getting caught in the storm turned out to be right. They must have gotten separated from their dragons and had to take cover somewhere.

Good news was they were together if Snowfire and Stormfly came into the academy together.

Bad news was they still had no idea where the two girls were!

And like a bolt of lightning it hit him. "Snow, Stormfly, do you think you can find Astrid and Clarisse?" he asked the two dragonesses. The blue nadder exchanged a glance with the female whitefury and seemed to reach a silent agreement.

They turned back and both gave Hiccup a firm nod.

"Then let's go find the girls!" he said as he quickly mounted Toothless and the Nightfury growled in excitement as he watched his white and blue dragon companions lift off and hover in the air to wait for them.

"Yeah! Unless they got eaten," Ruffnut cheered, muttering that last part under her breath.

"Don't worry Clarisse, my sweetling, I'm coming to rescue you!" Tuffnut shouted to the heavens as he spurred Belch while Ruffnut and Bark followed, not exactly having the physical ability to do otherwise.

The twins' Hideous Zippleback then took to the skies with the others still on the ground waiting for Hiccup's command, said one-legged teen staring after them with confusion written all over his expression.

"Okay? Follow Stormfly and Snowfire!" he snapped out of his stupor and spurred Toothless to take air and follow the twins who were following Stormfly and Snowfire.

Hiccup felt the wind pick up as it whipped through his hair and he looked up at the moon shining in the Berkian night sky.

Hopefully his girls were okay.

* * *

><p>In the dark of the forest night a skrill was sleeping peacefully at the base of a towering pine tree, its snores making small puffs of smoke emit from its nostrils as its chest rose and fell with each slumbering breath.<p>

Every so silently Clarisse dropped down from the tree beside the sleeping dragon and landed in a crouch. Her green orbs locked onto the skrill as she ran her mind through what she was about to do.

"What am I doing?" she mumbled to herself as she quietly bent down and picked up a decent sized rock.

She stole a quick glance up to see Astrid slowly climbing down the tree above the skrill, waiting for her signal to drop down and run in the opposite direction. The blond Hofferson gave an affirmative nod and Clarisse held the rock tight in her hand as she locked her eyes on the violet lightning dragon.

Before she could hesitate Clarisse chucked the rock with all her might and silently smirked as it made contact with the skrill's forehead.

Yellow eyes snapped open and white teeth flashed in the moonlight as the dragon growled deeply and rose to its paws. Green locked with yellow as the skrill glared at Clarisse and she glared back with a smirk.

"Yeah, remember me?" she taunted. The purple dragon advanced slowly and growled louder as it took stalking steps towards the former pirate girl. "Come and get me Bug-Zapper!" she challenged.

With that the skrill roared angrily and the chase began; the lightning dragon ran after Clarisse who ran the other direction in a vigorous sprint to escape the violet beast. Her eyes went wide as she ran from the skrill and it growled and barked angrily after her for waking it up.

As soon as the dragon was away from the base of the tree Astrid dropped down onto her feet and looked after Clarisse as she sprinted away. The axe-wielding Hofferson cracked her neck before jogging in the opposite direction through the woods to find a way out.

Clarisse let out a very high-pitched and feminine scream as she ran from the angry skrill through the forest, praying to Thor that Astrid would find a way out before she got eaten alive.

* * *

><p>Thunder rumbled through the night ominously as Hiccup followed Stormfly and Snowfire as close as he could without passing them and racing ahead from impatience.<p>

The roaring booms of Thor's fury were actually what kept his mind whirling; two storms of equal proportion in the small amount of two days was beyond odd. He was so caught up in his suspicions that he almost rammed Toothless into Snowfire and Stormfly as seen they'd ceased flying into a steady hover.

"Whoa! Sorry girls!" he apologized, earning a glare from Snow, a growl from Stormfly, and a smack to the head by Toothless' tail. "Ow!" he winced.

He gave the Nightfury a look before looking back up at the two dragonesses who were gazing downward at something hidden by the fog forming from the storm brewing around the riders.

"What are they looking at?" Fishlegs asked.

Hiccup kept his eyes on where the dragons were looking, "I don't know," he said, confused. Snowfire turned back to gaze at him with violet eyes filled with… fear? What was she afraid of? Green eyes scanned through the storm clouds to try and see what had the dragons so worked up.

In wasn't until a bolt of lightning streaked through the sky and the light gave Hiccup a short but clear view, that he realized that what the blue and white dragons saw was an island hidden by the storm.

And not just any island either.

Hiccup's emerald eyes widened in a mix of shock and fear as his stomach dropped and he bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted blood.

Because the island that Snowfire and Stormfly had tracked the girls to, was none other than…

Berserker Island.

The other riders saw what he saw, and dread spread within them as well.

"Is that?" Snotlout gulped.

"It is." Hiccup replied, his features growing serious and solemn, "If Astrid and my sister are on Berserk, then we are in **_very _**serious trouble." He stared on ahead towards Berserk, not looking back at the other riders to see and or hear their disagreement.

"Well what are we supposed to do?" Snotlout questioned, exchanging glances with the other teens.

Hiccup urged Toothless onward as Snowfire and Stormfly took up following him. "We find them." He stated simply as Toothless growled at the approaching Isle of Berserk.

Only one thing was clear to the five dragon riders; find Astrid and Clarisse, and then get out of Berserker territory as fast as dragonly possible.

* * *

><p>Astrid gripped her axe tightly as she ran past the trees trying to find a way out of the woods. It was somewhat difficult considering she'd never been in this forest before, and the fact that it was in the dead of night so the nightly chimes of crickets rang out into darkness.<p>

But she still pushed forward, if Clarisse's plan worked, which was a strong if, then it was up to her to find a way out of this dump.

Suddenly she heard the croon of crows cawing above her as they fled their trees and nests, Astrid jumped slightly as the birds flew in all directions, the forest then falling into an eerie silence. The crows were gone, and even the crickets had shut up.

The woods were now quiet. Too quiet for it to mean anything good.

The Viking girl was suddenly alert and agile as she gripped her axe and scanned her surroundings, searing for anything out of place.

Just as quick as silence fell, it was shattered by the shrill and spine-tingling roar of the skrill that was chasing Clarisse. And it sounded nearby.

If the skrill was close by, then…

"Blondie!" Clarisse called as she slid across the forest floor into Astrid, nearly knocking her down and making her nearly jump out of her skin.

Clarisse fell into a fighting stance and her eyes were darting from tree to tree like a skittish squirrel. "Clarisse? Where's the Skrill?!" Astrid demanded, also looking for the aggressive lightning dragon.

She opened her mouth to answer but was interrupted when Clarisse shoved Astrid to the ground with all her might before ducking herself as a bolt of lightning flew over their heads and struck the trunk of a tree, making it explode in a flurry of splinters.

Both girls looked up to see the skrill, looking absolutely peeved as sparks of electricity jumped around its back and paws as it charged up for another blast of lightning to throw at them. Astrid then scrambled to her feet as Clarisse did the same, neither taking their eyes off the angry yellow orbs of the purple dragon.

"Should we run?" Clarisse asked, contemplating whether running or remaining in a Mexican Standoff until the skrill calmed down enough for them to escape.

Astrid nodded, "Sounds good to me." The two girls exchanged a knowing look before each nodding once before turning tail and sprinting away from the skrill as it roared and a chase began once more.

Lightning struck through the trees at the girls again and Clarisse had to duck and roll to avoid getting electrocuted in the head, the lightning hitting another tree and the tree exploding like the last one.

"We can't outrun it!" Astrid shouted to Clarisse as the blond Viking dodged another lightning strike, this one creating a rather impressive impression in the ground.

Clarisse gave her an agreeing look as Astrid drew her axe and the two of them turned to face the furious strike-class dragon. The auburn-haired draki called on her blood-ability and in seconds her clenched fists burst into orange flames, her skin not being burnt as the fire glowed in the night.

The dragon was taken aback for a moment by the sight of a human being able to wield fire without being hurt, but it quickly passed as the skrill roared at them once again, accepting their challenge to fight him.

The purple beast charged up its lightning ability to the fullest extent to finish what he started with these pesky human girls, choosing to launch it at the one holding the flames in her hands. Light emitted from the mouth of the skrill as it spat the brightest and most powerful bolt of lightning it had every created at Clarisse.

Her emerald eyes widened as she saw the electric blast heading straight for her, she would have frozen like a deer in headlights, but what happened next would confuse her to no end.

She held her hands in front of her to protect herself when the lightning made contact with her outstretched palms, pushing her backwards with great force and her feet making deep impressions in the earth.

What surprised her most was the fact that she was still alive, what surprised her more was the fact that she still held the bolt of lightning in her hands as it sparked and emitted small veins of electricity from her hands, up her arms and even through her ponytail.

She pulled her hands apart and gasped at the sight of the lightning still traveling through her hands, arms, and shoulder blades, sending odd tingling feelings through her body. Once she realized that she had complete control over the lightning Clarisse smirked and she even saw Astrid smile with what looked like amazement in her eyes.

Clarisse thrust both her fists forward with all her might as bright blue lightning burst out from her hands and towards the skrill with a deafening boom.

Unfortunately the skrill was able to dodge her lightning attack, and the force of the blast knocked Clarisse back against the trunk of a tree, she hit the back of her head against the wood and began to see stars spotting her vision.

The purple strike-class dragon growled as it stalked towards the semi-conscious girl. It could smell the small but sure amount of blood dripping from an injury on her head and even almost taste the sweet revenge for crossing into its territory.

But like lightning, pardon the pun, Astrid hit the skrill on the side of the head with the hilt of her axe, "Clarisse!" she called as the blond Viking stepped in between the furious dragon and the girl she once hated.

The yellow-eyed dragon growled as it shook its head to clear away the dizziness Astrid's axe had caused, opening its mouth full of sharp teeth to spit out another bolt of lightning at her. Astrid held up her axe like it was a baseball bat and sent the dragon a death glare with so much venom the dragon should have turned tail and ran right there.

Another vein of blue lightning cut towards the Hofferson girl, but she was counting on this as she swung her axe and the bolt made contact with the metal blade and was launched right back at the dragon, making clear contact with its chest and knocking it down.

She would have cheered at her victory if it wasn't for the skrill getting even angrier at her attempt to throw lightning back at him. He roared before he spun around in a circle, his whip-like tail slamming against Astrid's injured arm and throwing her to the ground with a pain-filled cry as she felt her make-shift stitches ripping free.

"Hey Shock-Face!" a familiar voice sneered as Astrid saw the blurry image of a rock hitting the skrill and it turning to roar at Clarisse who was standing once again, and looking very pissed off.

She growled at the dragon and it growled back. "You mess with my friend, you mess with me! And **_no one_** messes with **_me!"_** Clarisse shouted as her hands and arms burst into flames and her green eyes gleamed with fury as her pupils thinned into skinny lines. Her dragon side fully in control as her protective instincts took over.

The skrill finally had had enough beating around the bush and simply roared in defiance as it charged at Clarisse full speed, the Merrill girl letting out a roar of her own before her flames turned white hot and she unleashed its power on the skrill with a glowing ball of fire.

Too angry to react the strike-class dragon took the blow at full force as Clarisse's fire blast hit it square in the face! The force of the fireball was enough to knock the skrill back hard enough for its head to slam into the trunk of a tree, throwing it into unconsciousness and declaring Clarisse the one victorious.

Taking deep breaths and she panted Clarisse was about to help Astrid up when a small white light shone right in her eye. She winced and lifted her hand in annoyance when she saw the little light was coming from something around the skrill's neck.

She stepped closer and noticed an odd silver medallion tied around the dragon's neck with a ratty piece of rope. The medallion was about the size of her hand and had an odd depiction of a dragon on it, the very dragon Clarisse just knocked out. A Skrill.

Clarisse didn't have time to ponder this as she had to get Astrid up and the two of them away from this forest.

She knelt by the Hofferson girl and slung her uninjured arm over her shoulders and hauled her to her feet as she groaned painfully.

"Did we get him?" she slurred. Clarisse smiled and almost laughed but kept walking forward as Astrid dragged her feet along.

"Yah, we got him." She replied.

Astrid smiled and her eyes drooped closed again as she wavered on sleep and wake, but made herself say what she said next.

"Good, then let's leave."

Clarisse held out a fist to Astrid, "I couldn't agree with you more." She said as the injured Viking bumped her fist against Clarisse's I agreement.

The blond girl still had the memory fresh in her mind of when Clarisse was fighting the skrill…

She'd called Astrid her friend.

"Hey," she slurred, "IF we're friends now… will you stop calling me Blondie?" Astrid asked, making Clarisse chuckle slightly.

"How about this," she started, "When we get home, you and I can sit down, and discuss some new, and fresh to death nick-names." Clarisse suggested with a smile. Astrid laughed before falling into a drowsy state between sleep and wake as her former rival carried her on her shoulder.

* * *

><p>Once Hiccup found a way to get close enough to Berserk to land without being spotted he immediately jumped off Toothless as soon as he was even close to the ground.<p>

"Alright guys, smell anything?" he asked the Whitefury and the Deadly Nadder as both of them began to sniff around for any trace of the girls.

"Ruffnut's B.O.?" Tuffnut snickered, to which Ruffnut replied by punching him in the kneecap and causing him to fall down.

"Maybe they're smelling you're stupid face!" she sneered back.

Hiccup rolled his eyes before turning back to Snowfire and Stormfly who were sniffing around the edge of a dark forest not two feet in front of the riders. He looked up worriedly at the towering pine trees, hoping the dragonesses caught a scent soon.

He wanted to find the girls and get out of here as soon as possible.

* * *

><p>Clarisse nearly started sprinting when she saw a break in the trees ahead; a sliver of moonlight shining past the dark trees in a clearing not ten feet away. But she remembered to be careful since she also had an injured Astrid on her shoulder, who was losing a concerning amount of blood since her arm wound had been reopened.<p>

But her worry turned into childish excitement when she saw the figures of a whitefury, a nightfury, and a cerulean nadder just beyond the stupid pine trees of this stupid forest on this stupid island!

"Hiccup!" she called out to her brother who she knew was with Toothless.

Hiccup's head snapped up at the sound of his sister's voice. He turned to see her coming out of the woods with what looked like Astrid on her arm; despite the darkness of night Hiccup could still see the splotch of crimson flowing down her arm and the blond girl looking abnormally pale.

"Clarisse! Astrid!" he called back with a grin on his face despite his worry, he was just so relieved to see them okay!

He ran to the edge of the forest to meet them when his concerns had been proved right. Astrid's arm was bleeding badly and she looked like she was struggling to stay awake.

Clarisse sensed his fear and said, "A Skrill attacked us in the storm and we crashed, she needs help, you take her." Clarisse handed Astrid to Hiccup who had no choice but to pick her up bridal style and carry her to Toothless, not deeming her well enough to fly on Stormfly alone.

Snowfire however attacked Clarisse with licks and affectionate purring as the auburn-haired girl giggled at her draconian sister's antics. "Snow stop, you can be happy to see me later." Clarisse smiled as she mounted the white dragoness and Hiccup sat Astrid in front of him on Toothless.

"So, you want to go home now?" he teased. Clarisse scoffed and spurred Snow so the two of them were in the air first.

"Let's get the heck out 'a dodge, my brother!" she called to them as she and the Whitefury sped through the air back in the direction the riders came. Hiccup laughed and Astrid groaned in front of him as he steadied her and Toothless took to the skies, Stormfly following close behind to keep an eye on her rider.

Clarisse looked back behind her to see Astrid passed out in Hiccup's arms and smiled slightly, but her smile faltered when her thoughts were pulled back to that pendant she saw around the neck of the skrill. It was almost like a collar, why would a wild dragon who carried out personal vendettas just for someone accidently crossing into its territory be kept as a pet!?

It would certainly be bothering her for a while, but for now she was happy to be going home and actually being able to sleep in an actual bed instead of a tree.

But that silver collar was something indeed.

Another day, another near-death experience for the dragon academy of Berk.

* * *

><p>The next day Clarisse and Hiccup walked into the academy with the female Haddock twin wearing a proper bandage on her head as she itched the skin underneath with annoyance written all over her face.<p>

She gave a shockingly pleasant smile to Astrid before the two of them fist-bumped like old pals, Astrid's arm also had been properly bandaged with white gauze.

Hiccup's eyes were widened slightly by this, "So… what? You guys are friends now?" he questioned, gesturing to his sister and his lady-friend. Astrid rolled her eyes playfully while Clarisse just smiled sweetly, but in that unsettling way that always said 'I'm genuinely nice but mess with me and I'll rip off all your limbs.'

"What the heck happened on Berserk to make you guys so buddy-buddy?" Snotlout asked, disbelief on his face.

Clarisse shrugged, "Oh, you know, just normal life-threatening situations that occur in my family."

Astrid then did something no one would have ever expected her to do; she actually laughed at one of Clarisse's snarky comments.

"Whoa, did she just laugh?" Ruffnut gaped.

Tuffnut's mouth had dropped open, "Man I would've never expected this to happen when we took apar…" Ruffnut slapped her hand over her brother's mouth and shook her head with wide angry eyes.

Clarisse gave Tuffnut an arched eyebrow at whatever he was about to say. "Uh, I mean… when we took a part in a slam-poetry reading!" Tuffnut attempted to cover up.

"Yeah, 'A Thorn by any other rose!'" Ruffnut added, her arm raised over her head and her other hand over her heart in a dramatic manner.

Astrid crossed her arms and exchanged a glance with Clarisse before both of them gave the twins equally deadly glares, Clarisse's suspicion mostly being for even Ruff not knowing that the line is really, 'A Rose by any other name.'

"Tuff… what did you two do this time?" she put her hands on her hips and smiled sweetly, even though her green orbs held a building flame of fury.

The male Thorston twin seemed to cower under his lady-friend's gaze, "Ah! I can't hold it in!" he kneeled at Clarisse's feet and held her hand, "It was us! We took apart that weird metal thing in your dragon stables! I'm sorry!" Tuff then pulled something out of his pocket and multiple metal screws fell out of his hand onto the ground with small metallic clatters.

Clarisse let a growl escape her mouth as she tore her hand away from Tuff's grasp, "You took apart my saddle rack?!" she roared angrily, her pupils thinned to points as her eye flared with green fire.

Realization hit Astrid like a bullet. "Wait, is that why you cut the strap on my saddle?" she demanded, blue eyes blazing with anger as she stared down the twins.

"Yes! I thought it was you who took apart my saddle rack so I figured I'd get even," Clarisse explained.

Astrid shrugged, "Huh… that makes sense, an eye for an eye, I get it." She admitted.

"Seriously who **_are _**you guys?!" Hiccup asked, not believing that the two of them were actually getting along and not trying to kill each other.

Astrid crossed her arms and glared at the twins before saying very calmly, "What do you think we should do with them?" everyone could tell that under her collected tone a vicious growl was fighting its way past her lips as she grit her teeth.

Clarisse glanced from the blond shield-maiden to Tuffnut and then to Ruff and back again, silently debating who she should punch first.

Finally she sighed and gave Tuff a gentle smile, "I can't beat him up." She sighed sounding far too sweet to be real. Suddenly her smile turned into a devilish and deceiving smirk as a growl rumbled out from her throat. She turned to Astrid, "You can do it," Clarisse said.

Astrid cracked the knuckles on her fists while smiling deviously, Ruffnut and Tuffnut cowering back slightly before up and sprinting out of the academy.

"Cut them off before they get to their house!" Clarisse called as she and Astrid took off after them.

_'Berk is much more preferable to sharp weapons and glorious battles,'_

Tuffnut ducked behind a house and tried to keep quiet to hide, but Clarisse was quick to track him down and begin the chase once again.

_'But sometimes putting aside your pride and making a loyal ally can come in handy sometimes.'_

Astrid and Clarisse spotted the twins making a break for the Thorston residence, the girl determined to teach them a lesson.

The girls fist-bumped and sprinted after them as Astrid grinned evilly and Clarisse let out a growl similar to the one a lion makes when it takes down a gazelle.

_'Especially when your only other option is to get eaten by a skrill.'_


	4. Coldblooded

**EPISODE 3: COLDBLOODED**

_'When you're a Viking, you have an interesting past. Whether it's glorious battles, or even training a dragon, everyone has their tales to tell. _

_But sometimes the past isn't always glorious, sometimes it takes serious bravery to face your past.'_

* * *

><p>The forest of the isle of Berk was silent save for the occasional rustle of leave or the more frequent tweet of birds. The sound of a metal foot and a normal one walking along the ground was present as well, as the one-legged Viking teen Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the third cautiously made his way through the trees.<p>

His Nightfury shield was held in front of him as he maneuvered slowly, trying to be as vigilant and as aware as possible. The small warble of a Nightfury beside him caused Hiccup to glance at his draconic best friend; the Nightfury Toothless. The one-legged boy lifted a finger to his lips and silently shushed the black dragon.

Toothless lowered his head down to his paws in a crouch, his green dragon-eyes darting back and forth in the upmost vigilance.

"Be on your toes bud," Hiccup whispered to his best friend. The Nightfury crooned as if to say 'of course you silly human.' "She could be behind any one of these trees." He lifted his shield to cover all but his eyes, the green orbs glancing back and forth looking for any sign that the two of them were being watch and or followed.

But unbeknownst to them, up in the trees not a few feet away from the boy and his dragon, a pair of identical green eyes sat watching them with a smirk on her lips. For the 'She' Hiccup spoke of was none other than his twin sister Clarisse Merrill. She held her own weapon in her hand; a crossbow she designed and crafted herself. It had many abilities, including the ability to fire arrows rapidly as seen it had the basic design of two crossbows stacked on top of one another to fire arrows back and forth as quickly as possible.

The girl held most of her brother's looks physically; auburn hair, green eyes, freckles and an oval-shaped face. But she had two scars raked across the left side of her face, both marks covered by shiny pink burns.

Clarisse smirked as she held up her crossbow and took aim on her oblivious brother down below. "It's just too easy." She deadpanned as she saw Hiccup step on a twig and then whip around to see who made the noise, not yet realizing it was he who snapped the small stick.

"Yeah, I got to give him a head-start." Clarisse decided, re-strapping her bow to her back and leaping onto the branch of another tree. Once she found her balance she cupped her hands to her mouth and whistled out a bird-like call through the trees.

The bird call reached the sensitive ear of a white dragoness as she crawled down from the high branches of a tree across from Clarisse. The thick clusters of leaves had kept her hidden until her rider gave the signal, violet eyes took in the sight of Clarisse's brother and the Nightfury down on the ground as Clarisse's Whitefury Snowfire jumped across the branches and joined her rider in the same tree.

Down on the ground, Hiccup searched all around him for any given sign of his sister's presence, completely unaware of her standing in the tree on a branch not just above his head.

The scar-faced teen smirked again as she drew her crossbow and once again took aim, a deep breath escaping her lips as her target fell into place. She placed her finger firmly on the trigger and waited for the opportune moment to fire.

But unfortunately, Snowfire was very excited about winning today's training exercise and let out a rather loud purr of anticipation, her finned tail swishing anxiously like a cat stalking its prey.

Hiccup heard the unmistakable purr of a Whitefury and sucked in a breath as he held in a gasp. He very nearly dropped his shield as he slowly turned his head up and his emerald gaze took in his auburn-haired sister and her white dragoness companion in the branch above his head.

"Hello…" she sang cheerfully before she fired multiple arrows at Hiccup. He held in a startled yelp as he held up his shield and took off running, arrows lodging themselves in his gronkcle-iron shield as Toothless fired a plasma blast at the tree Clarisse was crouched in.

She leapt from her spot at the last second and landed on her feet with a predatory growl. Clarisse lifted her bow once again and fired three arrows which Hiccup dodged twice as the last arrow hit the eye of the Nightfury depicted on his shield dead center.

"You take this game way too seriously!" Hiccup said as he ducked behind a tree as Clarisse let loose another arrow that he was close to dodge. His sister responded with a draconic growl as she pounced on the tree her brother was hiding behind, only to find he was no longer there.

Clarisse whipped her head around, her pulled up auburn curls a messy blur as she scanned her surroundings. Neither Hiccup nor Toothless was anywhere to be found.

She looked to Snowfire and tapped her nose twice before moving her index finger in a swirl motion to silently communicate in messages such as 'They're around here somewhere, keep your guard up.'

The snap of a twig reached her ears and Clarisse smirked at a tree in front of her. Thinking she had her brother cornered Clarisse pounced and swung her fist at the trunk only to be met with nothing there once again. Her smirk to a scowl as she searched for Hiccup, who seemed to have vanished into mid-air.

Suddenly the small almost nonexistent snap of a twig coming from the branches swarming with foliage above her reached her ears. The corner of Clarisse's mouth slightly twitched upwards as she fought to hold off a smirk. Hiccup thinks he can hide from her huh? We'll see…

Hiccup tried to remain as quiet as he could, hidden by the many bushels of leaves and branches. Toothless was perched close by on another branch, his stance like that of a cat who was scared by a dog and puffing up its tail.

All Hiccup did was move his hand so a particularly sharp piece of wood wouldn't be jabbing into his skin anymore, but just is luck that the small but apparently loud twig broke as he shifted his palm, causing both the one-legged boy and his single-finned dragon to wince.

Clarisse went on with her searching, now fully aware of where Hiccup and Toothless were hiding, making it look like she didn't know. One of her greatest strengths. But slowly and confidently she placed her finger on the trigger of her crossbow and moved her right foot back one step.

Taking a deep breath and breathing out through her nose before her lips spread into a smirk, and everything seemed to happen in a matter of seconds.

The scar-faced draki spun around in a quick pivot and shot a single arrow directly into the trees, and the iron-tipped weapon stuck Hiccup's shield dead center, the force startling the teen into losing his balance and falling from the tree with a yelp.

Toothless was quick to make a dive for his rider and successfully managed to catch Hiccup before he smash his spine on the ground. The boy rolled out of his dragon's grasp and flopped onto the forest floor with a breathless huff.

Clarisse strode up quickly to see if her brother was okay, once she saw he was she smirked and held her crossbow in one arm, the weapon held steady by the crook of her elbow, her other hand placed smugly on her hip.

"Does thou yield?" she teased with an arched eyebrow.

Hiccup heaved, "In a second, I'm just going to wait until I can breathe again," he replied with that lovable snarky attitude the twins shared. Clarisse rolled her eye but smiled despite herself before extending a hand to help her brother to his feet.

He eagerly accepted and hauled himself upright, his hand on his hips and his beck slightly bent forward as he tried to regain the air in his lungs.

"That's it bro, deep breaths," Clarisse reassured as she patted his shoulder in her sisterly manner. Hiccup sucked in a big gulp of oxygen before he breathed out a sigh and cracked his back, feeling better already.

Rustling of bushes caused the twins to turn their gazes to the side as a head of blond hair emerged from the foliage.

That was Hiccup's girlfriend, though he'd never call her that, Astrid. Funny how he refused to call her his girlfriend, but called her sweeter things like his, and I'm quoting him here, 'Milady.'

"Did you get him?" the axe-wielding shield maiden asked Clarisse, a smirk evident on her face.

Clarisse grinned as her brother frowned, "Oh I'm fine, thanks for asking." He said sarcastically.

The auburn-haired girl rolled her eyes before turning back to Astrid, "I totally got him." She laughed as the girls fist-bumped.

Hiccup was the one to roll his eyes next; the girls had been surprisingly friendly ever since last week, they were trapped in the woods for about two days and apparently worked out their differences, or lack thereof.

"Yay, Clarisse wins, let's go home." Hiccup summed up quickly as he climbed onto Toothless' back and the dragon snickered quietly.

The whole reason they were in the woods in the first place was for a training exercise; testing dragon tracking abilities. One team had to find a suitable hiding place in the woods while the other team tracked them down and found them.

One team consisted of Clarisse, Astrid, and Fishlegs, while the other included Hiccup, the Thorston twins; Ruffnut and Tuffnut, and his cousin Snotlout. Long story short it didn't take long for "Team Fistrisse" to win. Astrid easily found Ruff and Tuff, Fishlegs found Snotlout in record time, and of course Clarisse saved the best part of the hunt for last. Her brother.

"Sure, I want to rub our victory in the other's faces." Clarisse jested as Snowfire emerged from her own hiding place and the draki girl swung up onto her draconic sister's back and the trio of dragon riders taking to the skies to head back to the training academy.

* * *

><p>The Berk Dragon Training Academy came into view rather quickly as the trio returned from their morning training exercise.<p>

The other dragon riders were waiting for them, some more patient than others. Ruff and Tuff were already beating each other senseless and Fish was writing something about tracking skills in the newly-added section about draki in the book of dragons.

"Did we win?" Snotlout demanded as soon as Hiccup dismounted his Nightfury best friend. "I gots to know man!" the Jorgenson boy said almost desperately as he gripped his cousin's shirt.

Hiccup swatted him away, "I 'gots' caught, we lose buddy." He said, putting air-quotes around 'gots.'

Clarisse smirked as Fishlegs held up a fist for her to bump while his nose was still in the book. Astrid crossed her arms with a proud grin, "So that's five to us, and you guys have… how many was it again?" she asked jovially, making Clarisse laugh into her hand.

"Hardy har," Hiccup laughed sarcastically. True 'Team Hicloutnuts' had no points, but… yeah that was pretty much it.

"What's funny?" a heavy Russian accent asked, startling the teens. Hiccup flinched as not he nor did anyone else notice the witch doctor Tia Marina even enter the academy at all. The red-headed Russian smiled warmly and chuckled at the dragon rider's amusing reaction to her presence.

Marina Gorski was Clarisse's adopted aunt and her mentor as she was growing up, she dabbled in the supernatural and was basically the woman version of Hiccup's mentor Gobber the Belch.

"Tia, you scared me." Hiccup breathed as the red head dusted off her skirts and rolled her eyes,

"Your father needs you both, immediately, and bring the riders too, he says it's urgent." She explained, her eyebrows both raised in urgency. The Haddock twins exchanged a look; if Stoick the Vast, Chief of Berk and the twins' father, needed them urgently, then something big must be happening.

Clarisse shrugged and Snowfire purred excitedly and was practically bouncing on her paws as her rider climbed into the saddle and grinned at the white dragoness' enthusiasm. Toothless stood next to her and gave his Whitefury friend a gummy smile to which she replied by flicking his side with her opalescent tail.

Toothless warbled and almost hid his face in his paws, Clarisse snickered to herself, thinking that if Toothless had the physical ability to do so, he'd defiantly be blushing.

Hiccup rolled his eyes at his best friend, the 'Offspring of Lightning and Death itself' getting flustered in the presence of Snowfire. He climbed into the saddle and the twins took off to go find their dad, the others quick to follow.

"What do you think the big emergency is?" Clarisse asked her brother.

He opened his mouth to answer but the Thorston twins beat him too it.

"I hope it's a huge dragon pileup… with casualties!" Ruffnut chirped madly.

Tuffnut added, "Oooh, I would love for there to be casualties, maybe even a few fatalities!" he squealed.

Clarisse smiled and rolled her eyes, "Tuff, casualties and fatalities are the same thing," she explained to her boyfriend. The Thorston boy then got a confused look on his face,

"What are they exactly?" he questioned. Clarisse frowned and blew her bangs out of her eyes.

"Never mind." She shook her head as the Haddock house came into view and Clarisse jumped off of Snowfire before she even touched down. Stoick and Gobber were waiting for them, along with Tia who was also there somehow.

"Tia? How'd you get here so fast?" Hiccup asked wide-eyed. The Russian woman giggled,

"A wiccan never reveals her secrets," she sang teasingly.

Stoick cut to the chase and approached his son and daughter, "Hiccup, a dragon was spotted out in the sea stacks, and we think it might be injured." The Berkian chief explained quickly.

"And if it is it needs to be trained and brought here so my Red Velvet Honey Bun can heal it up in a jiff," Gobber said, slightly drifting off topic and staring at Tia dreamily as she blushed as red as her hair.

Almost everyone present rolled their eyes; the entire island knew Gobber had a huge crush on the Wiccan woman, but had yet to act on such feelings. But it was **_Gobber_**, feelings were not his forte. Moving on from that…

"What he said, minus the Honey Bun part." Stoick added, throwing the conversation back into Serious-Mode.

The one-legged teen and his sister nodded, understanding the situation fully. "Not to worry dad, we can handle it." Hiccup reassured his dad. Stoick gave a firm nod and a proud smile to his children as they and the dragon riders mounted up and prepared to head out.

"It'll be out at the sea stack, and be careful." Tia advised, her gaze warm but serious. Clarisse gave a two-fingered salute with her famous smirk in reply before Snowfire purred and spread her wings.

She turned to her brother with a challenging smirk, "Race ya?" she suggested.

Hiccup rolled his eyes with a smile when Clarisse quickly spurred her whitefury sister and the duo took off upward racing ahead in a matter of seconds. He looked to Toothless with an expression that read 'Really?' to which the nightfury replied with a shrug. Or at least, the dragon version of a shrug.

He turned to his friends, "I guess, follow Clarisse." He shrugged as well and Toothless took off after the white dragoness with the others in tow.

"What do you think happened?" Astrid asked, Stormfly flying up beside Toothless.

Hiccup turned back to her, "By the sounds of it, maybe an accident," he replied, not knowing exactly what they were dealing with here.

"Or maybe not," Snotlout shrugged, his eyes trained on something up ahead of them. Hiccup pulled up next to Clarisse who had slowed Snowfire to a hover. Two pairs of emerald eyes stared at a sea stack that appeared to be crumbling and seconds away from fully collapsing.

Various branches and foliage were nestled together in what looked like some kind of nest, with discarded animal bones littered around it.

Clarisse blinked, "That's comforting." She deadpanned.

"Well now we've seen where it lives… but where's the…" Hiccup was abruptly interrupted by a blazing blast of fire that nearly hit him square in the face! Luckily Toothless swerved tightly to the left and avoided becoming Haddock-Flambé.

"Dragon!" Astrid called out, the riders scattering through the air.

The dragon roared in defense as the seven dragon riders performed evasive maneuvers to try and dodge the creature's angry flames.

The dragon was a full grown Monstrous Nightmare with black scales that shone in the light, patterned with small but noticeable traces of bright blue. Its eyes were cold, calculating, and the most startling and oddly familiar shade of blue Clarisse had ever seen.

"Didn't the chief say it was injured?!" Fishlegs called, narrowly missing being scorched by the territorial nightmare.

"Yah, sure looks like it to me!" Clarisse snapped sarcastically with a roll of her eyes. She had to say it didn't look injured or wounded at all; wing membranes were full and currently flaming, horns and/or claws weren't chipped and none were missing, and not a trace of blood was anywhere to be found.

Hiccup caught the nightmare's eye and it growled menacingly, "It thinks we're trying to attack it, try to look peaceful!" he ordered to the others as he landed Toothless and jumped out of the saddle to try ad tame the raging dragon.

The teens followed his command and landed the dragons, Clarisse taking a step closer to where her brother was at work to make sure he didn't get himself killed.

She watched with complete focus as Hiccup stepped towards the Monstrous Nightmare and began to speak soothing words to it to somehow soothe the savage beast.

"We're all friends here, no one is going to hurt you big guy," he said softly as he held up a hand for the dragon to see that he had trust in him and everything was alright.

The black nightmare seemed to take notice of this and stopped growling for a moment to look at the one-legged teen with curiosity and confusion rather than anger. Its brilliant blue eyes turned from a scorching flame to a simmering ember as its gaze softened and its pupil's dilated showing that it was calming down.

"That's it, you're okay," Hiccup soothed as the nightmare let out a deep breath and pressed its snout into Hiccup's outstretched palm. "Good boy." He concluded, rubbing the black dragon on the nose. Clarisse let out a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding, the small but sure sound making the nightmare finally take notice of her presence.

It growled from deep within its throat as it turned and looked the scar-faced draki in the eye. Blue met green and Clarisse gasped, fear spreading through her emerald orbs and a chill running up her spine making her freeze in place like a deer in headlights.

**_Those eyes…_**

She'd seen them before. She finally remembered where she'd seen those brilliant and hateful blue dragon eyes before…

Clarisse sucked in a breath of air as it all came rushing back to her.

* * *

><p><em>The thunderous sound of crumbling stones mixed with splintering wood reached the ears of an auburn-haired sixteen year old as the force of the crash caused her to stumble forward and hit the deck with a grunt.<em>

_Once the commotion had settled, a man with dark hair and bronze skin called out, "What'd we hit?!"_

_Another man, bigger than the other, replied, "Don't know captain, I shall head down to see for myself!" he volunteered._

_Clarisse climbed back onto her feet and dashed to the deck's railing and peered over the side to inspect the damage from her viewpoint. Rocks were deeply lodged in the bow of the ship and wood splintered off in almost every direction. It honestly could have been worse; all they had to do was remove the rocks and repair the damage._

_But that's not what caused Clarisse's jaw to drop in shock and horror._

_"Dad!" she yelled over her shoulder. Larson looked up from discussing plans of action to look at his daughter only to see fear evident on her face. He stopped what he was doing and jogged quickly over to stand next to her at the railing, placing a comforting hand on her back._

_"Clarisse, what's wrong?" he asked. Clarisse looked back down at where the ship was lodged and pointed to the exact spot. Larson followed her finger and once he saw what caused her to be so afraid his eyes widened in realization._

_White fragments of a cracked material lay scattered about, mostly trapped and smashed beneath the stranded ship. Globs of slime-like yellowy liquid patterned the rock formation as well._

_Dragon Eggs. Or rather, what used to be dragon eggs._

_Larson whipped around and shouted to the crew, "Men, battle stations!" he ordered. _

_Clarisse shook her head guiltily, feeling terrible for the mother of the eggs they'd accidently smashed. And speaking of…_

_The loud and furious roar of a Monstrous Nightmare erupted from the sky, along with a column of fire that exploded from the other side of the sea stack they'd crashed into._

_Everyone on board the Gypsy Danger turned their heads to face the sea stack, a simultaneous chill running down everyone's spine as ominous silence followed shortly after._

_Clarisse turned to look her dad in the eye, brown meeting green as he took on the most serious look she'd ever seen on him. She reached slowly for the hilt of her sword, the blade securely strapped to her back, and as soon as her fingers closed around the brown leather, her father gave a slight nod. One so small Clarisse almost doubted it was there._

_But she knew what it meant._

_If the mother of those eggs found them here, she would most likely sink the ship, her grief would fuel her rage, and the bloodshed would not stop until she had her vengeance._

_Clarisse felt like crying at the thought of doing what she knew she had to._

_She could not let that dragon kill the innocent._

_She would not let that happen._

_The silence was shattered as a furious roar pierced the air and the body of a deep green Monstrous Nightmare flew up from behind the sea stack, letting out a column of fire at the Gypsy Danger making everybody run for cover. Clarisse ducked down and covered her head with her arms, quickly getting up once the flames ceased and running back to the side of the ship._

_The mother Nightmare had landed near her destroyed eggs and sniffed them, realizing what happened to them and letting out a soft and painful roar that made Clarisse's heart break._

_But sorrow turned to fury as the grieving mother turned her maw up and roared so loud it made Clarisse's ears ring in pain, a powerful column of white hot fire erupting from the dragon's mouth. Once the flames stopped the dragon turned its startlingly blue gaze to lock eyes with the pirate girl._

_Though her heart pounded in her chest from fear Clarisse stared the dragon down, blue glaring into green, regret and guilt meeting berserk fury and grief._

_The green Nightmare lifted her wings and let loose a train of the same white fire right towards Clarisse, her instincts kicking in as her pupils narrowed and she jumped over the railing of the ship to avoid the flames. She rolled up to her feet and unsheathed her katana Sucker Punch with a metallic **Shing!**_

_The nightmare turned its head at the sound, cerulean eyes narrowing in hatred at the auburn-haired draki before her._

_Clarisse readied her feet in a fighting stance, observing the sea stack around her to try and think of a way to defend herself here._

_She quickly spotted a small but big enough archway that she and most of the Nightmare would surly fit through. An idea reached her head and she felt a tear run down her cheek as she thought about it, but she whipped it away and thought about the lives she would be saving._

_This was the only way._

_Tired of waiting the green dragon roared and began to charge at the pirate girl as she turned tail and ran from the berserk mother towards the archway. Everything seemed to slow down in those moments as the nightmare saw her trying to escape through the arch and opened up her maw to unleash white hot flames of fury._

_But once she was passed the stone arch Clarisse pivoted on her heel and leapt into the air, the scorching flames barely missing her boot._

_Raising her sword above her head, the silvery blade gleaming in the firelight ad her emerald eyes glassy with traitorous tears, Clarisse watched as the Monstrous Nightmare slid through the arch and underneath the girl._

_Clarisse felt her boots touch down on top of green scales and spines, her sword still raised above her head. With gritted teeth and drops of salt already spilling from her eyes, Clarisse shut her green orbs tight and with a horrible cry she brought her blade down hard._

_Her legs collapsed and she fell into a crouch as the roars went quiet and the flames stopped coming._

* * *

><p>Tendrils of glowing orange filled her gaze as the blue-eyed Monstrous nightmare open-fired on the frozen girl. It wouldn't have really hurt her, seen her draconic genes, but the black dragon charged full speed and opened its mouth filled to the brim with white pearly knives to completely maul the girl.<p>

But just before its jaw could close down, Hiccup rammed hard into his sister's side, knocking them both down and out of the way, snapping Clarisse out of her stupor as well.

"What are you doing?!" she snapped, apparently not realizing she nearly became a dragon's dinner.

Hiccup rolled his eyes and dragged his twin to her feet, "Saving you from becoming shish-kabob!" he replied. Clarisse blinked and turned back to the black nightmare with… what looked like… fear?

Hiccup raised an eyebrow at this; his sister was not one to scare easily. And especially not by a dragon.

Clarisse felt like a fist had closed around her lungs, she couldn't breathe, and it felt like someone dropped a lead anvil in her stomach. She felt like she was going to throw up.

Those eyes… they were the same as the dragon she…

She shook her head at the word, guilt overtaking her and clouding her usually sharp senses.

Clarisse was confused at first; the Gypsy Danger supposedly smashed all of the green mother's eggs.

One must have survived. She tried to breath but couldn't, green eyes finding a ragged scar raking across the nightmare's right eye in a sharp line of scarred tissue. The black nightmare roared and then locked eyes with her again, blue oceans swimming in so much hatred that Clarisse felt like she was going to drown in them.

**_He remembers me…_** she thought, her vision becoming cloudy as she stood there motionless. **_As much as I remember him…_**

Guilt wracked her brain, sadness boiled in her stomach, sweat beaded up in her palms. Not since a long time ago had she been this afraid.

She had to escape, had to get out of here before her head exploded. Not literally but you get it.

With an exchanged glance between her and Snowfire, her violet eyes taking in the fear in her riders own green ones and a flash of understanding crossed them. The Whitefury abandoned formations and made a mad dash for her human sister.

Clarisse grabbed the saddle loops that acted as steering tools and swung up into her saddle with prestigiously placed agility, the white dragoness getting a running start as the two of them took off into the air, Snowfire flying as fast as she could to get her rider away from whatever on that sea stack made such fear cross her gaze.

"Clarisse!" Hiccup called as he saw his sister retreating on Snowfire.

"Where is she going?!" Astrid asked, slightly worried for her friend. Clarisse was not one to get cold feet in the midst of training a dragon. It just wasn't in her nature to turn tail and run.

What was up with her?

A roar that was clearly supposed to be an angry 'Get off my sea stack you pests!' turned Hiccup's attention back to the still furious black nightmare. He held up his hands in surrender and tried talking softly again, but when that didn't work he turned to his cousin.

"Snotlout, what do I do here?" he asked nervously, not breaking eye contact with the dragon in fear of losing progress.

The Jorgenson boy's eyes widened, "You're asking me?" he whisper/yelled back.

"You're the nightmare expert, just… do what you do on Hookfang," Astrid explained as she gave Snotlout a shove forward.

"Okay, I normally grab his horns and push him down, like I always do." He shrugged nonchalantly.

Hiccup replied by observing the black wild dragon from horn to claw; he seemed calm enough for Hiccup to swing up and push his horns to the ground. Hiccup nodded once to himself before getting ready to jump.

"Easy Peasy…" he reassured himself quickly. Before the blue-eyed dragon could strike, Hiccup closely jumped to the side and grabbed hold of the Nightmare's dark horns on the back of its head and pulled his weight down with all his might.

The dragon's snout hit the dirt and its raging blue eyes seemed to relax into a calm cerulean, the growls ceased and the black beast let out what sounded like a very relaxed sigh as it calmed down.

"That's it, good boy," Hiccup cooed as he stroked the nightmare's nose gently and he purred. The male nightmare then flopped onto its belly and its eyes drooped closed until its breaths became even and the dragon had fallen into an exhausted sleep.

"Well, I guess that takes care of that." Astrid said as the nightmare continued to snore softly and Hiccup stepped quietly away from it.

"Yeah," he replied, "Now let's get out of here." He deadpanned as Toothless bounded to his side and the teenage boy mounted up, eager to get home and confront a certain draki who was currently absent from this mission.

* * *

><p>Clarisse scowled and growled again and she hit the wrong string of her guitar; she'd been in her and her brother's room for hours up in the rafters with the musical instrument, hoping that playing and tuning it would somehow divert her thoughts from other things. But to no avail. She kept messing up!<p>

She'd learned to play from her adopted father Larson; due to days at sea not allowed to fly and with nothing to do, she picked up the guitar and took up the hobby. She was actually pretty good, if not very.

Clarisse sighed as she tried once again to play the soothing tune of the Spanish song 'Hotel California' whatever that meant. Probably some Spaniard thing. And she was **_this _**close to perfecting the chords when a certain one-legged brother burst into the room and startled her enough that she accidently snapped one of the strings.

Hiccup stood beneath the beam she perched on and tapped his foot with his arms crossed, and a demanding glare evident on his face.

"Have a bad day?" she asked, attempting to sound casual and failing.

Her brother scowled, "Come down here." He told her, not fooling around.

Clarisse sighed with an eye roll as she set her guitar down and jumped down from the rafters landing on her feet. She placed her hands on her hips and looked at Hiccup expectantly.

"Something on your mind, brother dear?" she tried again, this time triggering his anger.

"Why did you just run off!? We needed you there! I get training dragons is sometimes dirty work but you shouldn't have just turned tail and ditched us like that!" he exclaimed, his hands and arms coming up in sporadic gestures.

Now Clarisse was the one who scowled; she didn't meet her brother's eyes as she thought of that dragon and it's piercing blue eyes that made him look just like the one she… killed.

"I don't want to talk about it." She muttered.

Hiccup stopped his ranting long enough to give his sister a strange look. He was prepared to give her this long speech about sticking with her friends and teamwork, but all was silenced by her tone. She sounded tired, and depressed, like she hated the subject they were discussing all together and just wanted it to stop.

"What?" he asked, all yelling forgotten as he wanted to see what could have brought this out from her.

This time Clarisse looked him dead in the eyes, her emerald orbs burning with irritation mixed with frustration and… guilt?

"I said 'I. Don't. Want. To. Talk about it!'" she growled from deep within her throat, her pupils constricting into vertical lines making her brother wince slightly.

Before he could say anything else Clarisse climbed back up into the rafters and opened the ceiling hatch to the roof climbing out and whistling for Snowfire. The white dragoness came and the duo took off for their evening flight leaving Hiccup in silence.

As Clarisse and Snowfire sailed through the winds of the Berkian night she felt guilt claw at her for the way she snapped at her brother; she hated lying to him and she hated leaving him in the dark when it came to the two of them. But she just couldn't tell him about what happened.

I mean, after it did happen sixteen-year-old Clarisse had locked herself in her room for three days strait without talking or even eating. The guilt was just too much for her to just move on from.

She'd **_killed _**a dragon.

It was the first time she'd ever done so and it was certainly the last. It went against her very nature to kill a dragon. The blood of dragons ran through her veins. She was a part of them, and they her. It just wasn't right.

Touching her forehead to the leather surface of the saddle Clarisse took in a large breath to calm her nerves. Facing her dragon she groaned, "Alright Snow, let's go home." The whitefury crooned in sympathy for her rider but turned around to fly back towards the Haddock house anyway.

It took roughly a few minutes for the duo to get home and for them both to climb back through the roof hatch into the twins' bedroom. Clarisse let out a silent sigh of relief when she saw Hiccup already asleep; she didn't want him to bring up today's events any longer. But her dear brother had foolishly left the candle on his nightstand burning.

Clarisse chuckled at the state he was in; completely out cold with the book of dragons wrapped in his arms on her chest as he snored softly with his mouth hanging open.

She rolled her eyes with a sibling smile before blowing out the flame of the candle, plunging the room into darkness.

* * *

><p>All in all, Clarisse would have said she had a fantastic beauty sleep. Would have. Underlining it right now. <strong><em>Would. Have.<em>**

Clarisse was sleeping soundly when the smallest trace of a smoky scent touched her nostrils. At first she didn't think much of it; her nose twitched and she turned over in her bed to regain comfort and go back to sleep. But then the smell got stronger, strong enough to the point that she coughed awake, her throat burning as she hacked.

She was immediately wide awake as her eyes burned from the smoke, but regardless she was able to see the flames spreading on the other side of the room. Panic struck her like a slap to the face once she finally comprehended that the house was on fire!

A strong sense of fear hit her next as she saw that Hiccup was still asleep with Toothless awake and frantic as he batted his paws against his best friend's face to try and wake him up but to no avail. Clarisse threw the blanket off and dashed to her brother's bedside and slapped his cheeks multiple times to get him out of his stupor.

"Come on Hiccup, wake up!" she tried, only getting groggy slurs in return.

"Cla… Clary… Rissie… cla clar ca blar blah…" he slurred making Clarisse scowl with an annoyed expression. Now what she did next she isn't particularly proud of, but desperate times call for desperate measures.

She sucked in a breath and slapped him hard across the face, the sound seemingly echoing a bit.

Emerald eyes flew open as Hiccup lifted a hand to his face and winced at the hotness of the red handprint his sister left.

"Ow! Why would you **_do _**that?!" he demanded, figuring out Clarisse had slapped him in the face to get him up. Ignoring him Clarisse grabbed his hand and very nearly dragged him up through the ceiling hatch and threw him onto the roof causing him to land in a discarded pile of snow.

Toothless and Snowfire followed close behind as the two furies hoisted their riders onto their backs and got them down to the ground safely. Both Hiccup and Clarisse were covered in soot and were coughing from the smoke that had filled their house.

"Hiccup! Clarisse!" the booming voice of the twins' father shouted as he ran towards his ash-covered children and their burning house. The siblings met their dad halfway and he looked at them both with worried looks. "Are you alright? What's going on here?!" he demanded that last part.

After regaining the air in his lungs Hiccup replied, "I don't know, we woke up and the house was on fire!" he exclaimed.

Stoick looked like he was about to reply, but was cut off by the spine-tingling roar of a furious Monstrous Nightmare slicing through the air like a knife and chilling Clarisse to the bone. She knew that roar, she'd heard it two years ago, and she heard it yesterday.

The black and blue nightmare was lit aflame as he rampaged through the village, but not before spitting another blast of fire up into the Haddock twins' bedroom window causing a loud explosion. Hiccup and Clarisse hit the deck and covered their heads to avoid any burning debris, but internally were both heavily confused.

Stoick dodged the blast and shouted to the villagers, "Get the fire brigade! Now!" he commanded, the villagers obeying and quickly preparing buckets of water to put out the blaze.

A familiar head of blond hair appeared amidst the chaos, "Hiccup, what's going on? Is that the dragon from yesterday?" she demanded, her braid also somewhat sooty to match the sibling's… well everything.

"I think so, but I thought we trained it, I don't know why it's attacking." He admitted, scratching his head and glancing at the furious nightmare who was being narrowly avoided by the Berkians in fear of being roasted.

This made no sense to him; a dragon does not attack unless it is either provoked or it is trying to defend itself, but as far as Hiccup knew this dragon was doing neither. They'd left it at its home on that sea stack yesterday and it seemed perfectly calm and un-provoked. Unless Ruffnut and Tuffnut went back to mess with the nightmare.

But since he didn't see the destructive twins basking in all the destruction, he ruled out this being their doing. So **_why _**was this dragon attacking?!

His thoughts were interrupted when a female scream struck his ear like a slap across the face, his head whipped around to see Clarisse no longer by his side but being dragged by her foot by the black Monstrous Nightmare. Its teeth were driven into her boot and splotches of red stood out against the light leather.

Overprotective brother mode was now activated as another cry of pain and fear left Clarisse's mouth and the nightmare dug his teeth deeper into her flesh.

"Clarisse!" Hiccup called as he took on a sprint towards the raging dragon. The nightmare heard him and bit down harder causing Clarisse to subside her pain filled cries to a pathetic whimper as she tried to hold back the pain.

Having quite enough of this Clarisse sucked in a breath as the pain in her leg subsided to numbness as her draconic blood boiled with anger and her instincts took over.

"Get off me!" she roared as she used her other foot to kick the nightmare in the face, hard. The dragon, taken aback by the blunt force of her boot, let go of her leg in shock as a Monstrous Nightmare tooth skittered away on the ground.

Clarisse jumped to her feet and scrambled away, the nightmare seeing its intended victim trying to escape and attempting to give chase as it let loose a furious roar. But he was silenced by a blast of burning ice hitting his side and knocking him down.

The scar-faced draki put weight on her injured leg as she tried to run, crying out in pain and dropping to the ground as she watched her dragoness sister growl menacingly in front of her, the nightmare on her other side looking livid.

Fiery violet eyes met hate-filled azure ones in a standoff as Snowfire was the only thing standing between this nightmare and her rider. The whitefury growled from deep within her throat and the black dragon glared in return.

Blue turned to meet a pair of emerald orbs who had for the moment, seemingly lost a flicker of their fire. The nightmare growled with a smug smirk as if to say, 'I see you fear me, your friends can't protect you forever…' Clarisse shivered at the thought as she tried to look the dragon in the eye, but could not bring herself to gaze into those hateful cold blue eyes.

The Monstrous Nightmare grunted towards Snowfire, who barked angrily as if to say 'leave or I'll make you!' and with that the black blue-eyed dragon spread its wings and roared in pure hatred and fury in Clarisse's face, his hot breath blowing her hair back. Before she could react the dragon took off and soon disappeared from her sight.

* * *

><p>Later that day, as evening fell, the angry shouts of villagers could be heard from Berk's great hall. The Berkians were both confused and angry about the random dragon attack, and wanted serious answers, and none of them were answers Hiccup could give.<p>

"Why did this happen?!"

"Where did that dragon come from?!" another shouted,

"What're you going to do?!" the raging questions were a bit over whelming for the teen,

"Uh… well, the dragon…" he tried, Stoick fed up with the chaos and deciding to give his son a helping hand.

**_"Quiet!" _**he bellowed, plunging the great hall into a silence so strong one could hear a pen drop. Even Clarisse looked up from her seat in the very back, her injured leg all bandaged up, she'd been told it would heal in about a week, luckily the Nightmare didn't damage anything important.

She glared dangerously at her wrapped leg; she hated being wounded. It meant she couldn't fly for a while and that she had to miss training. It would be so boring!

Sensing her distress Snowfire pushed her nose into Clarisse's hand, getting a soft look from her human sister as she gave her the gummy smile of a whitefury, as if to say 'Now where's my smile?'

It seemed to work because Clarisse visibly relaxed and smiled at her draconic sister and scratched her in her favorite spot behind the ears, the white dragoness purring and swishing her tail like a pleased cat.

She looked up to the front of the hall at her father who'd successfully silenced the villagers, she now listened on like everybody else.

"I know you're all just as worried about this dragon as I am, believe me, having my daughter's leg nearly torn off is no picnic, but we can't just run in blindly and get our rear ends roasted!" Stoick argued, getting an unnoticed eye-roll from said daughter who once again glared at her bandaged shin. If looks could kill, her leg would be long gone.

Hiccup took it from there, "Right, I can lead the dragon riders to find the nightmare and train it, we've done it before, it should be a breeze." He explained, his answer seeming to satisfy the villagers as they all gave mumbles or nods of approval before dispersing back to their meals.

_Yeah, _Clarisse thought. _Should be._

She already felt like someone closing a fist around her lungs as she thought of that dragon, the dragon whose mother she killed. The very word made her sick to her stomach. She'd felt conflicted before, but never had it caused such anxiety and such fear.

_You killed that dragon. _A voice in her head seemed to accuse.

_You had to, it would have destroyed everything, _another voice argued.

_That poor hatchling was left without a mother because of you!_

_You had to do it to save your family!_

_You call yourself a dragon, but dragons don't murder their own kind out of cold blood!_

_You saved everyone! You had no choice._

_You could have trained it, but instead you murdered a grieving mother!_

_Savior!_

_Murderer!_

Clarisse squeezed her eyes shut as she felt hot tears sting her eyes; she forced them back and used her fire to make them evaporate into nothing but steam so no one could see. She could not break now, she refused to give into this fear.

"Hey, you okay?" the voice of her brother asked her. Clarisse opened her eyes and looked up at Hiccup with what she hoped was an unreadable expression.

Unfortunately Hiccup saw every ounce of fear in her emerald eyes that matched his own. Before she could answer with an 'I'm fine, don't worry,' he quickly cut her off.

"You're not, I can see it. Clarisse what is going on? Why does that dragon hate you?" he asked, worry now written all over his face as he took a seat next to his sister.

Clarisse actually considered telling him the truth; that she'd killed its mother and it wanted revenge. But then she thought about who she was talking to. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock lll, Trainer of Dragons and the Pride of Berk. If she told him she'd once killed a dragon he'd hate her! Killing dragons was against everything he stood for. It'd be like betraying him.

No. She wouldn't tell him. She **_couldn't_** tell him.

"I don't know." Was all she said, not able to look her brother in the eye.

Hiccup knew she was lying. He was actually kind of surprised; Clarisse was a great liar, she always said if she was lying then he wouldn't know it. But it was written on her face as clear as day. What was she hiding? He shook his head, he'd ask her later. Right now he had to get her safe.

"Besides that, that nightmare clearly has it out for you, which is why you'll be staying with Tia until we can train it." He explained, that last bit making Clarisse's eyes widen and turn her glare from her leg to him.

"Excuse me? You think I'll just sit here doing nothing while you go off to play hero?" she snapped, her voice wavering on a growl.

Hiccup ignored her insult, "Clarisse it's the only way to keep you safe, I don't know what I'd do if you got hurt." He replied.

"If you haven't noticed Hiccup, that already happened," she deadpanned, pointing to the bandages. "Let me help, I'm fine." She argued.

But Hiccup held his ground, "No sis, you need to stay here; you're injured and that nightmare wants to kill you, you being here will give us a better chance at training the nightmare, not to mention keeping you from becoming the first draki ever to be roasted." He closed, giving his sister an unwavering gaze, not looking away or even blinking until she agreed.

Finally she gave in, "Fine, but I'm not happy about it." She said, crossing her arms and scowling. Hiccup actually smiled at this, finding it amusing how his sister looked like a pouting child.

"Yeah, you have fun with that." He chuckles as he got up to leave and start preparing Toothless for the mission, but was stopped when Clarisse gently grabbed his wrist and hold him back,

"Hiccup…" she started, once again inwardly debating whether or not to tell him about the Gypsy Danger crashing, and the eggs, and the she-dragon, and the nightmare who was her son. But she faltered when she saw the worry in his eyes. "Just…" she got her voice back and blinked away what she was about to tell him, "…Be careful." She barely mumbled.

Hiccup's eyes softened and he smiled, "When have I ever done otherwise?" he expected her to roll her eyes, to laugh, or to smirk like she always did, but instead all she gave was the smallest twitch upward of her lips that quickly faded into a sad frown.

The male Haddock twin was getting really worried about her; it was like the spark that made her Clarisse was slowly fading.

Clarisse couldn't even look at him without her thoughts being swarmed with the guilt of not telling him the truth, about why that nightmare was here, why it hated her so much, why she couldn't do anything to help. But by the time she worked up the courage to turn back to him, Hiccup was already leaving the great hall to prepare to head back out to that sea stack.

She sighed and petted Snowfire's head absentmindedly as the white dragoness drifted off to sleep, purring in her slumber as a battle raged on in her rider.

* * *

><p>The village lights of Berk soon faded away as Hiccup flew out to sea with the riders behind him. He glanced at the empty void of air at Toothless' left and sighed; Clarisse should be here with them, he wanted her by his side. But he wanted to keep her safe even more. So he pushed on and flew silently towards the sea stack that the black nightmare called home.<p>

The flight to reach the sea stack, was all-in-all pleasant without a strife. But all that was about to change. Toothless landed as silently as possible and Hiccup with the upmost caution, dismounted and tried his best to keep the creek of his metal leg in check.

He nodded to the riders, Astrid's hand hovering over the hilt of her axe just in case things took a turn for the worst. She nodded in return and they began silently searching for the black monstrous nightmare so they could train it and be done with all this.

Hiccup was quick to hear the low rumbling snores of a sleeping dragon and turned his head to see the scaled behemoth fast asleep on its nest made of branches and bones, the black and blue nightmare for the first time since Hiccup had seen him looking quite peaceful.

He took a step back and was about to start backing away slowly and come back in the morning as seen he did not want to disturb a dragon with anger issues from its slumber, but froze in place when his right foot landed on a rather fragile branch. Hiccup winced as the branch snapped under his weight and let out an unfortunately loud noise that made the nightmare's ears twitch.

The black dragon let out a tired growl as its icy blue eyes flew open to land on the one-legged dragon rider and his friends, recognition turned to fury as the dragon was now fully awake and livid hat these humans had come to take his home once again just like that girl.

The Monstrous Nightmare stood up on its four legs and let out a roar that rivaled the Red Death itself, its eyes ironically cold as flames ignited all over its body. Its first move was spatting a wave of its fire right towards Hiccup, but the boy dived out of the way, unfortunately not quick enough to avoid not burning a clump of his hair.

He felt the blackened lock of auburn and winced as it narrowly missed burning his actual skin, "Evasive maneuvers!" he called and dragon and dragon rider alike scattered among the rocks of the sea stack.

Hiccup ducked behind a human-sized boulder as Toothless took cover in the shadows, his black scales could not be better for that form of hiding. The nightmare growled as it lifted its nose into the wind and sniffed for any sign of the pesky humans.

Behind a fallen tree Astrid gripped the hilt of her axe but did not unclip it from her belt, she did that sometimes when she was nervous. Stormfly shifted and glared in the direction of the territorial dragon but her rider was able to keep her silent.

Meatlug was cleverly disguised as a giant boulder with Fishlegs curled up behind her. Snotlout was clinging to a branch in a disgruntled tree while the twins idiotically hid beneath the discarded bones of the nightmare's nest.

"We should take some of these bones." Tuffnut suggested quietly.

"Oh! We could make wind chimes!" Ruffnut whispered back holding up what looked like a chicken skeleton.

Hiccup placed his finger over his lips and silently told them to shut it before the dragon sniffed them out.

Too late.

The blue eyed dragon caught the clear scent of a Nightfury not two feet away from him; he gave a draconic smirk as he saw a small patch of red sticking out from behind a boulder, and the small but identifiable squeak of metal.

Hiccup held as still as he could, holding his breath as the nightmare suddenly fell silent, which was odd; not a sound could be heard other than Fishlegs hyperventilating and the clatters of bones being shoved into the twins' pockets.

He rolled his eyes but made no sound as the silence stretched on for what felt like eternity. Toothless pressed his nose into his best friend's palm and Hiccup let go of the air he kept in his lungs, the fear wearing off as the silence seemed like a green light.

"Hey, I… I think he's gone bud." Hiccup said to his dragon with a sigh of relief. He just about got up and left to alert the other riders that the coast was clear, when a strange wetness spread across his shoulder. He just assumed it was Toothless slobbering on him again and tried to whip it off his shirt.

"Toothless, you know this stuff doesn't wash out," he sighed as he turned to his Nightfury friend, but all he saw was Toothless sitting with his tail over his paws at least five feet away, sniffing the ground trying to find a scent that had seemingly vanished.

If Toothless was over there… where was the slobber coming from.

Hiccup's thought was answered by another few drops of saliva dripping down onto her shoulder again. He immediately froze as he heard the quiet but unmistakable growl above him. Pressing his lips into a thin line he sucked in a breath and turned his head upwards.

Surly enough his eyes met the many rows of sharp and jagged Monstrous Nightmare Teeth dripping saliva onto his as icy eyes glared up a storm and the dragon growled.

"Well, that's kind of gross." He said. Seemingly understanding his attempt at humor the nightmare snapped its jaws shut in a downwards motion to catch Hiccup in its grasp, but the one-legged boy luckily jumped out of the way just in time.

Flames erupted from the dragon's body again as it started targeting the riders one by one, starting with Hiccup apparently. He tried standing as nonthreateningly as he could with his hands up and a soothing voice. "Hey, it's okay, I don't want to hurt you," he tried, but the nightmare roared in fury as if to reply 'funny, because I certainly want to hurt you!'

Hiccup kept trying to calm it as the other riders kept their dragons away from the confrontation; any dragon that challenged the nightmare would cause just another problem.

Bent with lurid anger the Nightmare had had enough of the scrawny human boy trying to sooth him with false words of mercy. He spun around and inwardly smirked when his whip-like tail collided with the boy and sent him into a boulder.

"Hiccup!" Astrid called worriedly as the Haddock boy tried to stand only for a throbbing pain to erupt from his head forcing him back down. He tried to blink the blurriness away but to no avail.

Astrid completely forgot about the black nightmare and ran to help her friend only to be met with an explosion of flames forcing her to step back. The wild dragon roared in defiance as if to say, 'where do you think you're going?' and Astrid had to leave Hiccup on the other side of the wall of fire.

Hiccup vaguely made out a blond-haired figure swinging an axe at the black nightmare and calling out his name, but all became blurred together as consciousness was slowly failing him.

The nightmare roared once again and now of all times he chose to start breathing fire, spewing flames with the intent to burn them all.

* * *

><p>Clarisse sat with Snowfire's head contently in her lap as the draki stared off into space thinking.<p>

**_Was Hiccup okay? _**And if so had he trained that nightmare and was on his way home right now? She refused to think he could fail. He was Hiccup, he didn't fail. He messed up and tried again. It was his nature. Just as it was hers.

She tried to put it out of her mind; listening to Tia hum a tune while making tea was a good way to do that. Clarisse tried to identify the song but couldn't do so, she was too worried.

She tried to have faith in her brother, temporarily having her thoughts redirected as the crimson-haired mystic handed her the small cup of jasmine and ginseng tea.

As if sensing her distress, Tia Marina spoke softly in her warm Russian accent, "I know you're worried, but have hope, Hiccup is not one to be knocked down easily, you know that." She said, covering Clarisse's hands with her own ivory pale ones.

Clarisse smiled at her adopted aunt and lifted the cup to take a sip of the tea when the door to the mystic's hut was practically knocked off its hinges as Stoick burst into the room. Clarisse jumped slightly and the hot liquid spilled onto her shirt and made her wince at the sting of the scalding tea.

"Ah! Hot!" she squeaked as she jumped to her feet and tried to wipe the steaming mixture of jasmine and ginseng from her shirt.

"Clarisse, your brother's in danger!" her father exclaimed, worry evident on his bearded face. Clarisse's head snapped up to look Stoick in the face, the words coming out of his mouth throwing her into protective-sister-mode.

"What?" she replied, wondering if she heard him wrong or Hiccup really was in trouble.

Her dad continued, "We received a distress Terror from Fishlegs, that nightmare is knocking them around like ragdolls! They need your help!" he explained, that last bit making his daughter cringe and lower her head to avoid his gaze. He noticed this and thought back to when that very same nightmare attacked her; she usually would've fought back, she usually would've given that dragon a run for its money if it attacked her but she didn't fight back or even attempt to aide in training it.

She froze.

He'd never seen her cower in the face of danger, ever. She must have really been afraid for someone with her mindset to shy away. She reminded him a bit of himself; stubborn as a yak and tough as nails. But Stoick couldn't stand it that she wasn't telling him something that could decide if her brother would live or die.

He placed his huge hands on his daughter's shoulders, "Clarisse this is important, I need to know what's going on with you," he tried, still not getting a response from Clarisse. He tried again, talking more gently than before, "Clary, this is life or death now, what happened to make you so afraid of that dragon?" he finally asked, using the nickname that only he and Hiccup were permitted to call her.

Hearing her nickname Clarisse pulled her head up to meet her father's eyes. In the watery green orbs laid sorrow, fear, and above all… guilt.

She sucked in a deep breath and Stoick winced as a single tear fell down her face. "That nightmare hates me because… I killed its mother." She said so silently Stoick feared he misheard. But the look in her eyes said everything, that in one of those rare instances, Clarisse was telling the truth.

Tia Marina was accidently listening as she dropped her teacup from the shocking revalation.

Clarisse pulled her gaze back down unable to look her father in the eye. Suddenly Stoick understood everything that had transpired in the last few days; why she froze with fear whenever that nightmare came near, why she refused to speak of it, why she was so afraid. It wasn't fear in her eyes when she saw that dragon. It was shame.

Stoick knew all too well how that felt; he'd killed countless dragons and didn't feel one once of regret over it until his son showed him otherwise. But with his daughter it was different; dragons were a part of her as much as she was of them, they were in her blood.

He sighed as he enveloped his daughter in his huge burly arms. "Clarisse I know it's sometimes hard to face your past," he began, his thoughts going to a certain woman with brown hair and bluish green eyes. "But we have to eventually, or they eat us up inside. They sap our courage, and corrupt our judgment."

His heart weighed heavily as he heard her sniffle and wrap her own arms around him as best she could with his large frame. "I know you feel held back because of your guilt and your fear, but if you let go of it and forgive yourself, I know that dragon will forgive you too." He pressed a prickly bearded kiss to her forehead and let her pull back from the hug and wipe her eyes with the back of her hand.

Clarisse thought deeply about her father's words; forgive herself, he'd said. Face her past, he'd said. Could she though? After all this time could she face her past head on?

She thought of that day she killed the mother nightmare; the overwhelming shame and guilt had nearly destroyed her, but Larson, Marie, Quinn, Wilkinson, and Morder… they'd refused to give up on her. Because they were her family.

Now Stoick, Tia, Snowfire, the Riders, and Hiccup were her family. And she couldn't give up on them now.

They were in danger.

She had to help them the way she'd been helped two years ago.

Now feeling brave once again Clarisse looked up from her boots and out the door towards the sky; her friends needed her. She wouldn't let anything happen to them.

"I know what I have to do." She said, determination sparking the inner fire that was Clarisse once more. A smirk tugged at her lips as she let loose a whistle for Snowfire, the Whitefury sliding in front of her crouching down so her human sister could climb aboard.

With a quick fluid motion Clarisse swung up into the saddle and Snowfire galloped to the end of Tia Marina's porch before her rider steered her back to face her father.

"Thanks dad," she said with a smile. Stoick returned the grin as his daughter's smile turned into a fiery smirk and she yelled, "He-yah!" and spurred her white dragoness to take flight ad speed off into the night.

* * *

><p>"Go for the horns, we've got to give it one more money-shot!" Hiccup suggested, the Monstrous Nightmare still raging on as its flames only seemed to grow brighter and hotter.<p>

This dragon had thought this through thoroughly, he didn't waste his fire and exceed his shot-limit, he batted the riders around with his head, wings, and tail to weaken them and then try to strike them with flames. The dragons fought on to help but the nightmare was clever, he'd dodge their attacks until they'd run out of shots and then he'd strike.

Hiccup had slightly recovered from the hit he took from the dragon's tail, but his head still throbbed with pain. Toothless stayed by his side and roared a threatening warning at the black and blue nightmare, willing to go to any means necessary to protect his friend.

Astrid threw her axe to the ground and ran straight towards the nightmare, managing to grab hold of one of its horns and try to force its head down, but this only made the dragon angrier. Stormfly screeched in protest but the blond shield-maiden held on. The nightmare roared in hellish fury as he thrashed wildly to get her off. He lit his horn on fire and threw his head to the side, burning the girl's hands and throwing her off him with a pained scream as she landed in the dirt.

"Astrid!" Hiccup called, running to her side as she clutched her hands to her chest and but her tongue until she tasted blood.

Hiccup forced her palms open so he could look at the wounds, seeing red and blistering burns there as she sucked in air through her teeth from the pain. The nightmare growled as if to gloat over hurting her, which triggered an unnatural anger in Hiccup.

"Get back!" he warned, standing in front of Astrid while Stormfly stood at her side to protect her. Toothless growled as well and stood on the other side of the nightmare, teeth bared and more than ready to shoot the dragon with his deadly plasma.

The nightmare stopped growling and his flames dispersed, throwing the sea-stack into cautious silence; the nightmare on one side, Toothless on another, and Hiccup on the other.

"Whoa, it's like a Mexican Standoff," Tuffnut observed.

"What's that?" Ruff asked,

"I don't know, I heard Clarisse say it once." He replied, eyes darting back and forth between his girlfriend's brother and the black nightmare.

"Guys that is **_not_** helping!" Astrid winced as she tried to clench her fists only to remember her hands were burnt.

The nightmare then seemed to snap out of the silence and growled again,

"You sure do like to growl, don't yah?" Hiccup sarcastically snipped. The dragon growled in return and opened its mouth wide to try and fry Hiccup to a crisp. Everything seemed to slow down as fire alighted at the back of the dragon's throat and Hiccup ducked down while Toothless opened his own maw to shoot a powerful ball of plasma at the Monstrous Nightmare.

But something beat him to it.

Before the nightmare cold unleash its full rage on the one-legged boy a small but powerful ball of fire struck the side of its face and redirected his shot, the fireball hitting a boulder and making it explode.

A blur of white flew in onto the sea-stack as a scar-faced teenage girl chirped, "Hello, Blow-Torch! Remember me?" Clarisse taunted atop Snowfire who warbled with laughter.

"Clarisse?" Hiccup said, more of a question than anything else.

His sister turned to face him, that spark of flames once again burning in her eyes, "Hi Brother Dear, you honestly think I'd let you guys have all the fun, did you?" she smirked.

Hiccup felt a relieved grin spread across his face as he saw his sister got her spark back. But her smirk then turned into a serious frown as she faced the black dragon who growled.

"You on the other hand…" she started, fear flashing in her eyes. Clarisse remembered his mother, furious and murderous much like he was now. But like her dad said, she couldn't let her fear take her over and control what she would or wouldn't do.

She had to face her past.

"… We need to finish this." She barely whispered, her eyes glassy and focused solely on the nightmare.

Hiccup looked slightly confused, "Uh sis, what are you doing?" he asked.

Ignoring her brother for the time being Clarisse whipped her head to face Snowfire, "Snow! Ice blast!" she commanded, the Whitefury nodded once before blasting ice in a circular pattern surrounding Clarisse and the Monstrous Nightmare, the fire-proof walls growing higher and closing up around them in a frozen dome, Snowfire jumping out of its path before it sealed.

"Clarisse!" Hiccup called, running to the wall and banging his fist against it only to be burned by the dry ice it was made from. "What is she doing?" he said to himself as he vaguely made out moving shapes on the other side of the wall.

* * *

><p>The black and blue Monstrous Nightmare roared and spewed flames at the walls of ice in pure wild rage trying to escape. This proved useless as a Whitefury's ice can only be melted by the fire of very few dragons. Clarisse dodged his blasts but knew this wouldn't work forever, she had to do what she planned to do… or she might never be able to.<p>

Scowling and emitting a growl from her throat she stood up tall and shouted,

"Hey!"

That certainly got the dragon's attention as it lifted its head and glare at her with its orbs of blue fire. Clarisse held his gaze despite her pounding heartbeat and iron-filled stomach. But she took in a large breath of air, and exhaled deeply before regaining her composure and continuing.

"You and I both know that this has to stop!" she explained, desperate for the dragon to understand. He growled but did not attack, Clarisse took this as a good sign. "You've hurt my friends, and you've hurt me…" she gestured to her bandaged leg, the pain subsiding to a dull throb thanks to Tia's medicine. "…This isn't right!" she said, quieter this time as her gaze faded from determined to sorrowful.

The black dragon cocked his head to the side, for once not baring his teeth he seemed… confused as to why his mother's murderer wasn't attacking him.

"I'm sorry about your mother… I'm so… so sorry." She whispered, her strength sapping away as she for the first time in a long time talked about that green mother nightmare whom she'd killed. Tears filled her eyes and she tried frantically to blink them away.

Green met blue as the nightmare narrowed his eyes but made no sound to let her continue, "I made a mistake, and I've regretted it ever since… But none of these people deserve…" the nightmare then flew back into his rage and lit himself aflame, pouncing on the girl and pinning her to the ground before she could finish her sentence.

Clarisse pressed herself into the ground to avoid the dragon's teeth, her breathing becoming quicker and her heart beating like a hummingbird's wings. The Monstrous Nightmare roared as loud as she'd ever heard a nightmare roar and she squeezed her eyes shut to cower away from his fury.

**_No._** she told herself, **_No more running, no more fear… I have to face my past… _**Clarisse sucked in another breath and opened her eyes, slightly expecting to spontaneously combust under the nightmare's blue fiery orbs.

Tears were defiantly in her eyes now as she spoke breathlessly, "I know bad things happen…" she whispered softly, her raven-haired mother and olive-skinned father appearing in her mind as she spoke, knowing all too well what it was like to lose your family. "…Bad things happen." The dragon just glared with hate in his eyes, listening but not caring what she had to say.

But what she said next surprised him more than he would have liked.

"But you need to forgive." Clarisse said tearfully. "You need to let it go… only then will the pain finally stop." The way she spoke of pain made him want to believe her, the amount of sincerity in her voice made his hatred for her waver, if only for a moment.

"And believe me, I know." She sighed, looking up into bright blue eyes with her own glassy green ones. "But you can still live, really, truly live." As soon as those words left the human girl's mouth small droplets of water began to fall from her eyes. She pulled them shut and turned her head away, as if accepting her fate.

The black dragon's gaze softened then; he finally understood. This girl had felt pain. She'd known sorrow and loss just as much as he had. And now he felt… sympathy for her. She knew his pain. They were two sides of the same coin. That much was evident by the scars they both shared, mentally and physically.

The Monstrous Nightmare's flames then extinguished, and he then began to regret the strife he'd caused; the wound on her leg, the fire in her home, all of it he wished he could take back.

It seemed with that one tear that fell from her eyes, the dragon was finally able to try and forgive her.

The black dragon crooned sadly and nuzzled his snout to her cheek gently to make the sad drops of salty water go away.

Clarisse was almost too lost in her bottled up emotions to notice the nightmare trying to comfort her, but when she felt a break in the numbness that nearly consumed her, she lifted her palm and stroked his snout gently, making the dragon actually purr at her touch.

The black dragon moved off of her and let the girl stand, nearly laughing himself as she let out a breathless laugh and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. With a sniffle Clarisse rubbed his nose again and he nudged her side playfully.

She had no idea how she did this or why the nightmare forgave her, but she sure was happy to see it turned out that way and not her becoming its dinner.

Clarisse turned to look at the wall of ice, her hand still on the nightmare's snout, giving the signal to Snowfire to tell Toothless they're both ready to come out. With a whistling roar the Nightfury shot a blast of plasma at the wall, melting it and breaking into the solid ice like it was his job. It didn't take long for a human and dragon sized hole was blown open in the dome letting Clarisse and her new friend out.

Hiccup basically sprinted to his sister and wrapped her up in his tightest, strongest hug. "Please don't ever do that again," he muttered in her ear, sounding exhausted. Clarisse let out a chuckle and hugged him back just as tight, happy to see him as much as he was to see her alive and unharmed.

"Yeah… I'm tired," she said as they pulled away and she sighed, the bandages on her leg dirty and kind of burned as well as ash and grime covering some of her face and neck.

Clarisse was then tackled by another hug, this one bigger and tighter and, well, blond-er.

"Oh my sweet beautiful dragoness is okay!" Tuffnut said dramatically, squeezing the living daylights out of his girlfriend. Clarisse smiled warmly at the thought of him caring so much, but then he pulled away and held his fists up to the black nightmare. "Back to Helheim you fiendish devil! You will not devour this girl's head today!" he challenged, the nightmare growling as he held up his fists with a gruff look on his face.

Clarisse rolled her eyes and shoved Tuffnut's helmet down so it completely covered his eyes and he was rendered blind for now. He turned around multiple times trying to get his bearings while Clarisse rubbed the black nightmare's nose and he crooned in amusement at the male Thorston twin.

Snowfire bounded to her rider's side and purred happily rubbing her head against Clarisse's face and licking her repeatedly making the scar-faced girl laugh. "Snow that is gross!" she complained, dragon slobber now dripping from her hair.

The whitefury warbled as Hiccup stood by his sister again, "How about, we go home." He suggested, climbing onto Toothless while the others followed his lead and mounted up, just waiting for Clarisse to join them.

She looked back at the nightmare and gestured to where her friends were waiting, the dragon understanding and lowering itself to the ground. Clarisse smiled and carefully climbed onto its back, settling in without the saddle but holding onto his horns.

She nodded to her brother and he and the rest of the riders took off into the night back to Berk. Snowfire flew close to her rider but mostly felt happy she and the blue-eyed dragon had finally made amends.

Clarisse scratched the dragon behind his ears and he purred, and she knew that she'd at last been able to be forgiven, and to forgive herself as well.

* * *

><p>"So, what are we going to call him?" Hiccup asked rubbing his chin thoughtfully. Clarisse threw another fish into the air for the nightmare to catch and gobble up in seconds.<p>

The twins were tasked with feeding him and tending to him before he left in the morning, which was today. But needed a name to call him by.

"How about… Blackjack." Clarisse decided while scratching the black and blue dragon under his chin as he purred with pleasure.

Hiccup looked at his sister showing affection to the dragon she'd been terrified of yesterday and smiled. "Blackjack… I like it." He agreed.

The newly named Blackjack purred again and rubbed his nose affectionately into Clarisse's face, their foreheads touching and Hiccup then realizing how lucky they were to have found each other to finally forgive and put the past behind them.

Blackjack turned his head and looked to the sky, spreading his wings and taking off as Clarisse said, "By Blackjack, see you around." With a soft smile. The nightmare flew until he was all but a black spec in the sky, disappearing from view as he journeyed home.

Hiccup wrapped an arm around his sister's shoulders, "Maybe next time, you'll give me a heads-up before a dragon wants to kill me?" he said, snarky and sarcasm evident in his voice as he referred to Blackjack setting fire to their room.

Clarisse glared playfully and punched her brother in the arm, smirking as he yelped in pain and she laughed.

* * *

><p><em>'Pasts are sometimes glorious, and they're sometimes hard to face. Sometimes you can get lost in the past.<em>

_But when those you love are there to call you back,_

_Nothing ever really is impossible.'_


End file.
